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TO THE 


3 5 "= it pleaſe Your Maichy, 
HE Enlip THRATRE throws itſelf, 


' Feet, for Favour and Support. 

As their Public Diverſions are a ſtrong 
| Indication of the Genius of a People ; he. 
following Scenes are an Attempt to Eſtabliſh 


0 ck: 


| 


with this Play, at Your MAJESTY's 


DEDTCATYION 
ſuch, as are fit to entertain the Minds of 
a ſenſible Nation; and to wipe off that 
Aſperſion of Barbarity, which the Yirtuof 


among our Neighbours have ſometimes | 
thrown upon our Taſte. 5 


The Provek'd Husband, is, at leaſt, an In- 
ſtance, that an Eng Comedy may, to an 
unuſual Number of Days, bring many Thou- 
ſands of His Majeſty's good ſubjects toge- 
ther, to their Emolument and Delight, with 
Innocence. And however little Share of that 
Merit my unequal Pen may pretend to, yet 
I hope the juſt Admirers of Sir Fobn Van- 
bruzh will allow I have, at worſt, been a 
careful Guardian of his Orphan Muſe, by 
leading it into Your * s Royal her 


tection. 


The De eſign of this Play * chiefly to 
expoſe, and "reform the licentious Irregula- 
rities that, too often, break in upon the 
Peace and Happineſs of the. Married State; 


Where could ſo hazardous and unpopular an : 


Undertaking be ſecure, but in the Protection 
of a PRIxcESss, whoſe Exemplary Conjugal 
' Virtues have given ſuch Illuſtrious Proof, of 
what ſublime Felicity that "oy. State is 


capable ? 5 
And 


- 


PEDI1CATIDN. 

And though a Crown is no certain Title 
to Content; yet to the Honour of that In- 
ſtitution be it ſaid, the Royal Harmony of 
Hearts that now inchants us from the Throne, 
is a Reproach to the frequent Diſquiet ot 
thoſe many inſenſible Subjects about it, who 
(from His Majeſty's Paternal Care of his 


People) have more leiſure to be happy: And 


*tis cur Queen's peculiar Glory, that we - 
often ſee Her as Eminently rais'd aþove 
her Circle, in private Happineſs, at in 
— 
Vet Heaven, Mapan, that has placed 


You on ſuch Height, to be the more con- 


ſpicuous Pattern of your Sex, had till left 
your Happineſs imperfect, had it not given 
_ thoſe ineſtimable Treaſures of your Mind, 
and Perſon, to the only Prince on Earth, 
that could have deſerved them: A Crown 
receiv'd from Any, but the Happy Mo- 


narch's Hand, who inveſted you with This, 


which You now adorn, had only ſeem'd the 


Work of Fortune: But Thus beſtow'd, the 
World acknowledges it the due Reward of 
 PRoOviDENCE, for One You once fo glo;i- 
ouſly Refus'd. eo nel 


A4 But 


= DICTATION, | 
But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Virtue 

has lifted the Plain Addreſſes of a whole 
Nation into Eloquence, the beſt repeated 
Eulogiums on that Theme, are but Intru- 
ſions on your Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of 
ſecretly deſerving them. I therefore beg 

- keave t fublenbe. myklh, I I- x 


Ko 
9 


55 May it pleaſe Your MajzsTy, 


Your Majeſty's moſt Devoted, 
Meft Obedient, and 


Moſt Humble Servant, 


_ CoLLey CiBBER. 


eee 


AVING taken upon me, in the Prologue to this 
Play, tos give the Auditors ſome ſhort Account of 
that Part of it which Sir John Vanubrugb left unfiniſh'd, 
and not thinking it adviſable, in that Place, to limit 
their Judgment by ſo high a Commendation as I thought 
it deſerv'd; I have therefore, for the Satis faction of the 
Curious, printed the Whole of what he wrote, ſepa- 
rately, under the ſingle Title he gave it, of 4 Journey 
1350 Londen, without preſuming to alter a Line. 
Vet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with 
him, (which chiefly turn'd upon what he had dont to- 
wards a Comedy) he excus'd his not ſhewing it me, till 
he had review'd it, confefling the Scenes were yet un- 
_ digeſted, too long, and irregular, particularly in che 
lower Characters, | have but one excuſe for publiſlliing, 
what he never deſign'd ſhould come into the World, as 
it then was, viz. I had no other way of taking thoſe 
many Faults to myſelf, which may be. juitly found in 
my preſuming to finiſh it 5 
Hlowever, a Judicious Reader will find in his Ori- 
ginal Papers, that the Characters are ſtrongly drawn, 
new, ſpirited, and natural, taken from fenfible Ob- 
ſervations on high and lower Life, and from a juſt lu- 
dignation at the Follies in faſhion. All I could gather 
from him of what he intended in the Cara/frophe, was, 
that the Conduct of his imaginary fine Lady had ſo pro- 
vok'd him, that he deſign'd actually to have mu“ her 
Husband turn her out of his Doors. But when his Per- 
333 > oY —p— ſaotmarce 


220 ww my 4 . 


To te READER. 


formance came, after his Deceaſe, to my Hands, 1 


thought ſuch violent Meaſures, however juſt they might be 
in real Life, were too ſevere for Comedy, and would want 
the proper Surpriſe, which is due to the End of a Play. 


Therefore with much ado {and 'twas as much as | could 


do with Probability) I preſerv'd the Lady's Chaſtity, 
that the Senſe of her Errors might make a Recon- 
_ ciliation not impracticable; and I hope the Mitiga- 


tion of her Sentence has been, ſince, juſtified by its 


Succeſs. 


My Inclination to preſerve as much as poſſible of Sir | 


= I ſoon ſaw had drawn the whole into an unuſual 


length; the Reader will therefore find here a Scene or 
two of the Lower Humour, that were left out after the 


_ firſt Day's Preſentation. = 


The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher Cha- 


racters in this Play, is a Proof, that their Taſte is not 


_ wholly vitiated, by the barbarous Entertainments that 
have been ſo expenſively ſet off to corrupt it: But. while 


the Repetition of the beſt old Plays is apt to give Satiety, 


and good new ones fo ſcarce a Commodity, we mutt 


not wonder, that the poor Actors are ſometimes forced to 
trade in T'raſh for a Livelihood. „ 
I cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without en- 


- deavouring to do Juſtice to thoſe principal Actors, who 
have fo evidently contributed to the Support of this 
Comedy: And I wiſh I could ſeparate the Praiſes due to 
them, from the ſecret Vanity of an Author: For all I 


can fay will ſtill infinuate, that they could not have ſo 


highly excelPd, unleſs the Skill of the Writer had gi- 
ven them proper Occaſion. However, as I had rather 
appear vain, than unthankful, I will venture to ſay of 


Mr. Wills, that in the laſt Act, I never ſaw any Paſ- 
ſion take ſo natural a Poſſeſſion of an Actor, or any Actor 


take ſo tender a Poſſeſſion of his Auditors ———— Mr. 


Milli too, is confeſs'd by every Body, to have ſurpriz'd 
them, by ſo far excelling himſelf.—— But there is no 


doing Right to Mrs, O/dfield, without putting People 
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in mind of what others, of great Merit, have wanted 


to come near her Tis not enough to fay, ſhe 
Here Out-did her uſual Excellence. I might therefore 
juſtly leave her to the conſtant Admiration of thoſe Spec- 
tators, who have the Pleaſure of living while She 1s an 


Actreſs. But as this is not the only Time She has been 
the Life of what I have given the Public, io perhaps 
my ſaying a little more of ſo memorable an Actreſs, 


may give this Play a Chance to be read, when the Pec- 
ple of this Age fhall be Anceſtors May it theres 
fore give Emulation to our Succeſſors of the Stage, to 
know, That to the ending of the Year 1727, a Co- 
temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. Olaſield was, then, 

in her higheſt Excellence of Action, happy in all the 


_ rearly-found Requiſites, that meet in one Yerſon to com- 
plete them for the Stage——— She was in Stature 
juſt riſing to that Height, where the Craceful can only 


begin to ſhew itſelf; of a lively Aſpect, and a Command 
in \ Mien, that like the principal Figure in the fineſt 
Paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longeſt delights the Eye of 


the Spectators. Her Voice was ſweet, ſtrong, piercing, 
and melodious : her Pronunciation voluble, dittin&, and 
muſical; and her Emphaſis always placed where the 
Spirit of the Senſe, in her Periods, only demanded it. 
If She delighted more in the Higher Comic, than in 
the Tragic Strain, *twas becauſe the laſt is too often 
written in a lofty diſregard of Nature. But in Cha- 
_ raters of modern practis d Life, ſhe found Occaſions 


to add the particular Air and Manner which diſtin- 
guiſh'd the different Humours ſhe preſented. Whereas 


in Tragedy, the Manner of Speaking varies, as little, 
as the blank Verſe it is written in -She had one 


peculiar Happineſs from Nature, ſhc look'd and main- 


| tain'd the Agreeable at a Time, when other Fine Wo- 


men only raiſe Admirers by ti.eir Underitan ling 


The Spectator was always as much informed by her : 
Eyes, as her Elocution ; for the Look is the only Proof 
that an Actor rightly conceives what he utters, there 

ont ade rota 


To te READER. 


being ſcarce an Inſtance, where the Eyes do their 
Part, that the Elocution is known to be faulty. The 
Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the Genteel and the 
Elegant. The one in her Air, and the other in her 
Dreſs, never had her Equal on the Stage; and the 
Ornaments ſhe herſelf provided, (particularly in this 
Play) ſeem'd in all 2 — the Paraphernalia of a 
Woman of Quality. And of that Sort were tue Cha- 

racters ſhe chiefly excelled in; but her natural good 

Senſe and lively Turn of Converſation made her Way 


ſo eaſy to Ladies of the higheſt Rank, that it is a leſs ' 


Wonder, if on the Stage ſhe ſometimes was, what might 
have become the fineſt Woman in real Life to have 
ſupported. 8 . 


Theatre-R oyal, 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


EIS Play took Birth from Principles of Truth, 
To make amends for Errors paſt, of Youth. 


A Bard, that's now no more, in riper Days, 


Conſcious review'd the Licence of his Plays: 


And though Applauſe his wanton Muſe had fd, 
Himſelf — d what ſenſual Minds admir d. 


At length, he own'd, that Plays ſhould let you ſee 


Not only, What you are, but ought to be; 
Though Vice was natural, tauas never meant, 
The Stage ſhould ſhew it, but for Puniſhment ! 


Warm with that Thought, his Muſe once more took F lame, 
Reſolw'd ta bring licentious Life to Shame. 

Such was the Piece his lateſt Pen deſign'd, 

But left no Traces of his Plan behind. 

Luxuriant Scines, unprun d, or half contriv'd; 

Yet, through the Maſs, his Native Fire ſurviv'd : 


Rough, as rich Ore, in Mines the Treaſure lay, 


Yet fill twas rich, and forms at length a Play. 
In which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 


| But that his Pains have ſav'd your Scenes of Spirit. 
Mot Scenes, that would à noiſy Foy impart, 
But ſuch as huſh the Mind and warm the Heart. 


From Praije of Handi no ſure Account he draws, 


But fixt Attention is ſincere Applauſe : 
F then for hard, youll own the Task ) his Art 
Can to thoſe Embryan-Scenes new Life impart, 


Tue Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 


And ta the buried Bard refigns the Praiſe, 


* 


M E N. 


Lord Townly, of a Regular Life, Mr. Garrick, 
Mr. Manly, an Admirer of Lady Grace, Mr. Haward. 
Sir Francis Wronghead, A Country Mr. 
Gentleman, 8 Tate. 
Squire Richard, his Son, a mere 


Count Baſſet, a Gameſter, | "Mr. Blakes. 
Jobn Moody, Servant to Sir Francis, | 
an honeſt Clown, > Mr. Burton. 


WO M E N. 


Lady 7 — ws in her} 


= Purſuit of Pleaſures, Mrs. P vitchard, 
Lady Grace, Siſter to Lord 7 Ln , 
of Exemplary Virtue, os } Miſs Haughton, 


Lady # rong head, Wife to Sir Fran- . 

cis, inclin'd to be a fine Lady, { Mrs. Glen, 

Miſs Jenay, her Daughter, and } N: Os 
forward, m_ Miſs Barton, 

Mrs. — — tha lets Lodgings, Mrs. Croſs, 

Myrtilla, her Niece, ſeduc'd by th 

5 8 5 " 7 2 Miſs Hippy. 
Mrs. Truſty, Lady Townly $ Woman, Mrs. Bennet. 


E Conſtable, Servan ts, Cc. 


| The SCEN E, Lord Townly' s Houſe, and : 


ſometimes Sir F rancis' s  Lodgings. 
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SCENE, Lord Townly's Apartment. 


OS Lord Townly /olus. 


HY did I marry !—Was it not evident, my 
' plain, rational Scheme of Life was impracti- 


cable, with a Woman of ſo different a way of thinking? 


Is there one Article of it, that ſhe has not broke in 


Yes, let me do her Juſtice her Re- 
putation——That——T have no Reaſon to believe is in 
Queſtion But then how long her profligate Courſe 
of Pleaſures may make her able to keep it———is a 


ſhocking Queſtion ! and her Preſumption while ſhe keeps 
it inſupportable ! for on the Pride of that ſingle 


Virtue ſhe ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, 
that the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Town affords, is the Birth-right Prerogative of a Wo- 
man of Quality———Amazing ! that a Creature ſo warm 
in the Purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould never caſt one 
Thought towards her Happineſs——Thus, while ſhe ad- 


16 The PRovok'd Hus BAN Pp; or 

mits no Lover, ſhe thinks it a greater Merit ſtill, in her 
_ Chaſtity not to care for her Husband ; and while ſhe 
herſelf i is ſolacing in one continual Round of Cards and 
good Company, He, poor Wretch! is left, at large, to 
take care of his own Contentment "Tis time, in- 
deed, ſome Care were taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall be 
Yet let me not be raſh——Perhaps this Diſappoint- 


ment of my Heart may make me too impatient ; and 


ſome Tempers, when reproach'd, grow more untractable. 
—Here ſhe comes- Let me be calm a while. 


Enter Lady Townly. 


Going out fo ſoon after Dinner, Madam? 
Lady Town. Lard, my Lord! what can I poſſibly do 
at Home? 


1 
ol 


. „ 


Lord Town. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do at 


Home! ? 
Lady Town. Why, that is to me amazing! Have you 
ever any Pleaſure at Home! 


Lord Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, L | 


_ confeſs, to make it a little more comfortable to me. 


Lady Town. Comfortable! and fo, my good Lord, : 
| you would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, 25 
| ſtay at Home to comfort her Husband ! Lord ! what No- = 


tions of Life ſome Men have ? 


Lord Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies 


Notions are full as extravagant ? 
Lady Town. Yes, my Lord, when the tame Doves 


live coop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, I do think | 


'em prodigious indeed! 


Lord Town. And when they fly wild about this Town, | 


| Madan, pray what muſt the World think of 'em then ? 
Lady Town. Oh! This World is not ſo ill. bred as to 
quarrel with any Woman for liking it. 


Lord Town. Nor am I, Madam, a Huchowed ſo well- 


bred, as to bear my Wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, 
tie Lite you lead, Madam 


Lady Town, Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Liſe in the 4 


: Wor| d. 
if a Woman vad * to pleaſe no body but herſelf. 


Lord Tows, I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, 
Lady Town. 


. 
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Lady Town. Why, whom would you have her pleaſe ? 

Lord Town. Sometimes her Husband. 

Lady Town. And don't you think a Husband under 
the ſame Obligation ? | 

Lord Town, Certainly. 

Lady Town, Why then we are e agreed, my 10 — 
For if I never go abroad, till I am weary of being at 
home——which you know is the Caſe is it not 
equally reaſonable, not to come home *till one's weary of 
being abroad ! 

Lord Town. If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, 
tis time to ask you one ſerious Queſtion ? 

Lady Town. Don't let it be long a coming chen 
for I am in haſte. 

Lord Town, Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a 


4 ſerious Anſwer. 


Lady Town, Before I know the eſtion ? 
Town. Pſhah have I — — to 


b make x ſerious by Intreaty ? 


Ld Town. And you promiſe to anſer me fincerely $ 
Lady Town. Sincerely. 


Lord Town. Now then recolle& your . and | 
tell me ſeriouſly, Why you married me ? | 1 


Lady Town. You inſiſt upon Truth, you ſay ? 

Lord Town. I think I have a Right — | 

Lady Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
once, a Proof of my Obedience and Sincerity 1 


think I married to take off that Reſtraint, that lay 


upon my Pleaſures, while I was a ſingle Woman. 
Lord Town. How, Madam ! is any Woman under leſs 


Reſtraint after Marriage, than before it? 


Lady Town. O my Tord! my Lord ! they are quite 


different Creatures! Wives have infinite Liberties in 


Life, that would be terrible in an unmarried Woman e 
to take. TE 


Lord Town. News _ Si 
Lady Town. Fifty, if you 18 "TEINS begin chen, 
A married Woman may have 


Men at her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, appoint 
them a Party, in a Stage-Box at the Play ; ; ingroſs the 
Con- 


. Why 


18 ThePrRovork'd Hus BAN p; or, 


Converſation there, call em by their Chriſtian Names; 
talk louder than the Players; From thence jaunt 
into the City take a frolickſome Supper at an India 
—_—— in her Gatete de Cur toaſt a pret- 
ty Fellow——Then clatter again to this End of the Town, 
break, with the Morning, into an Aſſembly, crowd to 
the Hazard-Table, throw a familiar Levant upon ſome 
ſharp lurching Man of Quality, and if he demands his 
Mony, turn it off with a loud Laugh, 1 — 
you'll owe it him, to vex him ! ha! ha! | 


Lord Town. Prodigious | 1 


Lady Town. Theſe now, my Lord, are ſome few 
the many modiſh Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Pri. 
vilege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle Woman. | 
Lord Town. Death Madam, what Law has made 
theſe Liberties leſs ſcandalous in a Wike, than in.an un- 
married Woman? 
Lady Town. Why, the iron eſt Law in the World, 
Cuſtom . Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 
Lord Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools : 
But it ſhall never govern me. 
Lady Town. Nay then, my Lord, tis time for me to 
.obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 
Lord Town. I with I could ſee an Inſtance of it. 
Lady Town. You ſhall have one this Moment, my 
Lord: "Fer 1 think, when a Man begins to loſe his 
Temper at Home; if a Woman has any Prudence, 
ſhe'll go abroad "till he comes to himſelf 
again. LGoing. 
Lord Town. Hold, Madam 
not more uneaſy at the Life you lead! You don't want 
| Senſe! and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For with 2 
Bluſh I ſay i it I think, I have not wanted Love. a 
Lady Town. Oh! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you! 
: 1 I have my Senſes ? 
Lord Town. What is it I have done to you! ? what can 

you complain of? | 
Lady Town. Oh! nothing i in the leaſt : 'Tis true, you 
have — me ſay, I have owed my Lord Lurcher an 
Hundred Pound theſe three Weeks but what then 


— Husband is not * to his Wife's Debts 0 


Honour, 
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1 am amaz'd yau are ; 
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whole Eſtate, 
a Shilling of it. 


ſand. = 
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Honour, you know, and if a filly Woman will be 
uneaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſu'd for, what's that to 
him ? as long as he loves her, to be ſure, ſhe can have 
nothing to complain of | 

Lord Town. By Heav'n, if my whole Fortune thrown 
into your Lap, could make you deliglit in the chearful 
Duties of a Wife, I ſhould think — + a Gainer by the 
Purchaſe. 3 3 8 

Lady Town. That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
provided you were ſure I would not ſpend 


Lord Town. No, Madam ; were I Maſter of your 


Heart, your Pleaſures would be mine; but different, as 


they are, I'll feed even your Follies, to deſerve it 
Perhaps you may have ſome other trifling Debts of Ho- 
nour abroad, that keep you out of Humour at Home 


 ——at leaſt it ſhall not be my Fault, if I have not more 


of your Company 
Hundred and now, Madam 8 8 
Lady Town. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 


There, there's a Bill of Fire 


IT thank you——Now am I convinc'd, were I weak 
enough to love this Man, I ſhould never get a ſingle 
Guinca from him. ; . r 


Lord Tenn. If it be no Offence, Madam 55 
Lady Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 


that Harmony of Spirits, it is impoſſible to put me out 
of Humour. | 


Lord Town. How long, in Reaſon then, do you think 


that Sum ought to laſt you? 


Lady Town. Oh, my dear, dear Lord! now you 
have ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer 
for an Event, that fo utterly depends upon Fortune? But 


to ſhew you, that I am more inclin'd to get Money, 
than to throw it away 


| I have a ſtrong Poſſeſſion, 
this five hundred, I ſhall win five thou- 


that with 


Lord Town. Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, 
it would be no Satisfaction to m. 7 | 
Lady Town. O] the Churl ! ten thouſand ! what! not 


ſo much as wiſh I might win ten thouſand !——Ten_ 


pretty 


thouſand! O ! the charming Sum ! what infinite 
| things 


' 
20 The PRrovox'd HusBanD; or, | 
things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thouſand 
Guineas! O' my Conſcience, if ſhe were a Woman of | 
true Spirit—ſhe—ſhe might loſe em all again. 
Lord Town. And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Ma- 
dam; provided I could be ſure, that were the laſt you | 
would loſe. 
Lady Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign | M. 

2 oh all the good Houſe-wife I can; I am now go- - 
to a Party at Quadrille, only to piddle with a little - 
of it, at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs of to 
Dutteright, [Exit Lady Town!y. ' 4 

Lady Town. I ſenſible Creature! neither Reproaches, be 
or ln, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her to 
the leaſt Reflexion! Continual Licence has lull'd her 
into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her | 
Exceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as if they were 


8 ſo many Virtues. What a turn has her Head taken! on 


 ——þ}But how to cure it I am afraid the Phyſic - 
muſt be ſtrong, that reaches her Lenitives, I ſee, on 
are to no purpoſe——take my Friend's Opinion 5 
Mandy will ſpeak freely——my Siſter with Tenderneſs _ 
to boch lides. They know my Caſe——Pl talk with | fla 


n 
"i 
ch — 2 


E ner a Servant. | 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, has ſent to know, if your | ho 
Lordſhip was at home. | 
Lord Town. They did not deny me? | 
Serv. No, my Lord. 
Lord Town, Very well; ſtep up to my Str and ſay, | 
I defire to ſpeak with her. 
Serv. Lady Grace is here, my Lord. [Exit Serv. | by 


ro- 

Enter Lady Grace. Y | ro 

: Lord Town. 80, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon have 5 

you been killing your Time with! 'B 

Lady Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd me 18 
"4 think I have half read my Eyes out. 13 

Lord Town. O] you ſhould not pore fo much juſt after 

Dinner, Child. | 
Lady Grace. 
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4 Lady Grace. That's true, but any Body's Thoughts | 
4 are better than always one's own, you know. 
Lady Town. Whoſe there ? 


a- Enter Ser want. . 
= ' Leave word at t the Door, I am at home to no o body but 
4 Lady Grace. And why is he excepted, pray, my Lord? 
le | © Lord Town. I hope, Madam, you have no Objection 
of to his Company ? 4 
y. Lady Grace. Your particular Orders, upon my being 
5, I here, look, indeed, as if you thought l = prey | 
Lord Town. And your Ladyſhip's Enquiry into the 
er Reaſon of thoſe Orders, ſhews at leaſt, it was not a 
er | Matter indifferent to you! 
re Lady Grace. Lord ! You make the oddeſt Conſtrudti- 
n! ons, Brother! 
fe Lord Town. Look you, my grave Lady Grace——in 
ee, one ſerious Word—1 wiſh you had him. 
— Lady Grace. I can't help that. | 1 
eſs Lord Town. Ha! you can't help it ! ha! ha ! The . 
ith flat Simplicity of that Reply was admirable! 
5 y Grace. Pooh ! you teize one, Brother! 
Lord Town. Come, I beg Pardon, Child this 
| is not a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon ; therefore, I 
our hope you'll give me leave to be ſerious. | 
| Lady Grace. If you deſire it, Brother! though 
my Word, as to Mr. Manh's having any Ar 
Thoughts of me l know nothing of it. 
Lord Town. Well there's nothin Wrong, i in 
your making a Doubt of it But in ſhort, I find, 
by his Converſation of late, that he has been lookin 
round the World for a Wife; and if you were to loo 
round the World for a Husband, he's the firſt Man I 
have Would give to you. 
Pm Lady Grace. Then, whenever be makes me any Offer, 
3 r 1 will certainly tell you of it. 
Lord Town. O] that's the laſt thing he'll do; he'll. 
after | never make you an Offer, "till he's pretty ſure it won't 


be refus'd, 


race. Lady Grace, 
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Lady Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray! did 
he ever make any Offer of that kind to you ? 


Lord Town. Not directly; but that imports nothing; 


he is a Man too well acquainted with the Female 
World, to be brought into a high Opinion of any one 
Woman, without ſome well-examin'd prof of her Me- 
rit: Yet I have Reaſon to believe, that your good Senſe, 
2 turn of Mind, and your way of Life, have brought 
him to fo favourable a one of you, that a few Days will 


reduce him to talk plainly to me: Which as yet (not- 


withſtanding our Friendſhip) I have neither declin'd, 
nor encourag'd him to. 3 N | 


Lady Grace. I am mighty glad we are ſo near, in 
our way of thinking: For to tell you the Truth he is 


much upon the ſame Terms, with me: Vou know he 
has a ſatirical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, with- 


out giving due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue : and 
Occaſions, he is ſometimes particular, in | 


upon ſu 
turning his Compliments upon me, which I don't re- 
_ ceive, with any reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take 
them to myſelf. 1 


Lord Town. You 


an Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquetry. 
Lady Grace. Huſh! he's 9 


Euter Mr. Manly. 


Man. My Lord! your moſt o bedient. 
Lord Town. Dear Mandy! yours I was thinking 
to fend to you. | FF | 
Man. Then, I am glad I am here, my Lord 


Lady Grace, IJ kiſs your Hands What, only you : 


two! How many Viſits may a Man make, before he 


falls into ſuch unfaſhionable Company? A Brother and 


Siſter ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole Town is 


a gadding! I queſtion if there is fo particular a Tere a 


Tete, again, in the whole Pariſh of St. Zames's ! 
Lady Grace. Fy! 
1 +* rn pe Sn 3 
Man. I had not made the Reflexion, Madam, but that 
I ſaw you an Exception to it Where's my Lady? 
| Lord Town. 


are right, Child : When a Man of | 
Merit makes his Addreſſes ; good Senſe may give him 


fy ! Mr. Manly; how cenſorious | 


1 


| hould certainly ſleep in another Houſe. : 


| would you part with a Wife, becauſe 
| fays out, in the beſt Company? 
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Lord Town. That [I believe is impoſſible to gueſs, 
Man. Then I won't try, my Lord 


Man. Now, if that were my Caſe, I believe I ſhould 
hut I beg Pardon, my Lord. 
Lord Town. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You will 
oblige me, if you ſpeak. out ; for i it was upon this — 
I wanted to ſee you. 
| Man. Why then, my Lord, fince you n, me to 
proceed If that were my Caſe I believe I 


- 


Lady Grace. How do you mean ? 
Man. Only a Compliment, Madam. 

Lady Grace. A Compliment! 

Man. Yes, Madam, in rather turning myſelf out t of 
Doors than her. 


1 Lady Grace. Don't you think, that would be going 


too far? D 
Man. I don't know but it might, Madew ; for, in in 


trict Juſtice, I think ſhe ought rather to go, than I, 


Lady Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr, Manly. 5 
Man. As old, Madam, as Lowe, Honour, . Obey! 


{When a Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, why 


ſhould a Man balance any thing that's right. 
Lady Grace. Bleſs me but this is fomenting bing 
Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes n 


1 to diſpel Tumours: tho' I don't directly adviſe my Lord 


to do this 


This is only what, upon. the fame Pro- 


| vocation, [I would do myſelf. 


Lady Grace. Ay ! ay ! You would do! Bachelors 


Wives, indeed, are finely govern'd. 


Man. If the married Mens were as well 


A am apt 


oo think we ſhould not fee ſo many — — 
taking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches! 


Lady Grace. Well! bur ſuppoſe it En own Caſe 
e now and then 


Lord Town. Well ſaid, Lady Grace / come, ftand up 
for the Privilege of your Sex! This is like to be a warm 


Debate! I ſhall edify. 


M ane 


Lord Town. But, tis probable I may hear of her, by 
| that time I have been four or five Hours in Bed. GE 


5 Te Meaſure, been _ to Oy Lordſhip's Treatment 
of her, ? 
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Man. Madam, I think a Wife, after Midnight, has 
no Occafion to be in better Company than her Huſ. 
band's ; and that frequent unreaſonable Hours make the 
beſt Company — the worſt Company ſhe can fall into. 
Lady Grace. But if People of Condition are to keep 


company with one another; how is it poſſible to Bd 


.done unleſs one conforms to their Hours ? 


Man. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breeding | 


obliges her to conform to other People's Vices. 


Lord Town. I doubt, Child, here we are got a little 


on the wrong fide of the Queſtion. 


| Lady Grace. Why fo, my Lord? I can't think the 


Caſe ſo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates it——People of Qua- 


lity are not ty'd down to "the Rules of thoſe, who have | 


their Fortunes to make. 


Man. No People, Madam, are above being ty'd down | 


to = Rules, that have Protunen to loſe. 


Grace. Pooh! Pm ſure, if you were to rake my 
fide pe 


the Argument, you would be able to ſay fome- ; 


thing more for it. | 

Lord Town. Well, what ſay you to that, Manh ? 

Man. Why, troth my Lord, I have ſomething to 
fa 

: Lake Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now 1 
Lord Town. Out with it! 


Man. Then in one Word, this, my Lord, I have often | 


thoug ht that the Miſ-condu& of my Lady has, in a 


Lady Grace. Bleſs me 
Lord Town. My Treatment! 


I. Ay, my Lord, you fo idoliz'd her before Bien 


2 that you even in N her, like a Miſtreſs, after 
it: In ſhort, you continu'd the Lover, when you ſhould 
have taken up the Husband, 
Lady Grace. O frightful | this is worſe than t'other 
can a Husband love a Wife too well! 


Man. As eaſy, Madam, as a Wiie may love her 


Husband too little. 


Lord Town. So! you two are never like to apree, I 


find. 


Lady Grace. 


5 
0 


=y 


8 N 


- 


act. 


ee, 1 


at this rate, ever hope 
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Lady Grace. Don't be poſitive, Brother Il am afraid 
we are both of a Mind already. [ Ade.) And do you, 
to be married, Mr. Manly ? 


Man. Never, Madam; *till I can meet with a Wo- 


man that likes my Doctrine. 


Lady Grace. I is pity but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 
Man. Pity me, — when I marry the Woman 


that won't hear it. 


Lady Grace. 1 think, at leaſt, he can't fay, that's me. 
Aide. 
Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her more Power 


than was needful, ſhe has none where the wants it; hav- 


ing ſuch intire Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of 


| herſelf! And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens 
| Heads have been turn'd upon the fame Occaſion ! 


Lord Town. O Manly! tis too true | there's the Source 


of my Diſquiet ! ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power! 


Nay, 1 am ſtill fo weak (with ſhame I ſpeak it) 'tis not 

an Hour ago, that in the midit of my Impatience— 1 

gave her another Bill for Five Hundred to throw away. 
Man. Well my Lord! to let you ſee I am ſometimes 


upon the ſide of Good-nature, I won't abſolutely blame 


you ; for the greater your Indulgence, the more you 


have to reproach her with. 


Lady Grace. Ay, Mr. Manly / here now, 1 to 
come in with you: Who knows, my Lord, you may 


have a good Account of your Kindneſs! 


Man. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 
upon: But ſince you have had ſo much Patience, my 
Lord, even go on with it a Day or two more ! and upon 


| her Ladyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in your 


Expoſtulation ; if that don't work—— drop her ſome cool 
Hints of a denermin's Reformation, and leave * —— | 
to breakfaſt upon em. 

Lord Town. You are perſe&tly right! ! how valuable i is 
a Friend, in our Anxiety ! 

Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, for 
the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. _ £ 
Lady Grace. Ay! for Goodneſs ſake let's have doue 
with this. 

Lord Town, With all my y Heart 


B Lad Y Grace. 
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Lady Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly ? 
Man. A propos have ſome, Madam; and I be- 


lieve, my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind—— 


Lord Town. Pray let's have it, 
Man. Do you know, that your Country Neighbour, 


and my wiſe Kinſman, Sir Francis Wronghead, is com- | 


ing to Town with his whole Family ? 
Lord Town. The Fool ! what can be his Buſineſs here? 

Man. Oh! of the laſt Importance, I'll aſſure ou. 

No leſs than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 

Lord Town. Explain! 

Man. He has carried his Eleftion———againſt Sir 
Jobn Morthlaud. 
Lord Town. The Duce ! what ! for—for— 
Man. The famous Borough of Guzzledravn “ 

Lord Town. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 
Lady Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him ? 


Man. Lou have din'd with him, Madam, when * was | 


laſt down with my Lord, at Belluont. 


Lady Grace. Was not that he, that gor a little merry 


before Dinner, and overſet the Tea-table,- in making * 
Compliments to my Lady ? En 
Man. The ſame. 


Lady Grace Pray what are his Circumſtances 1 | know 


but very little of him. 
Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell 


you, Madam. Flis Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might 3 
be a good two thouſand Pounds a Year : Though as it 
was left him, ſaddled with two Jointures, and two 
weighty Mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what it 
wo hut that he might be ſure never to mend it, 


he married a profuſe young Huſſy, for Love, with- 
out a penny of Mony! Thus having, like his brave 
Anceſtors, provided Heirs for the Family (for his 
Dove breeds like a tame Pigeon) he now finds Chil- 
dren and Intereſt- Money make ſuch a bawling a- 
bout his Ears, that, at laſt, he has taken the friend- 
ly Advice of his Kinſman, the good Lord Dangle- 
_ court, to run his Eftate two thouſand Pounds more in 
Debt, to put the whole Management of what's lefr 
into Paul Pillage” s Hands, that he may be at leiſure 

— 


— 
8 
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himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, by being a Parliament- 


ö Man. 


Lord Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed 
Man. And with this Politic Proſpect, he's now upon 


Lord Town. What can it end in ? 5 
Man. Pooh ! a Journey into the Country again, 
Lord Town. Do you think he'll ſtir, till his Mony's 


gone ? or at leaſt, till the Seſſion is over? 


Man. If my Intelligence i is right, my Lord, he won't - 
fit long enough to give his Vote for a Turnpike. 

Lord Town. How o ? 

Man. O!] a bitter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce a Vote, in 
the whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer: Sir John 


will certainly have it heard at the Bar of the Houſe, and 
ſend him about his Buſineſs again. 


Lord Town. Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of * 


indeed. 


Man. Which, as is as my little [atereſt will 80, mall 


be done, in as few Days as poſſible. 


- Lady Grace. But why would you ruin the poor Gentle- 


man's Fortune, Mr. Manly? 


3 No, Madam, I would ouly pou his Project, to 


1 "Lady Grace. How are you concern'd enough, to ao 
either? 


Man. Why——TI have ſome Obligations to the Fa ami- 


ly. Madam: I enjoy at this time a pretty Eftate, which 


Sir Frances was Heir at Law to: But 


by his being 


a Booby; the laſt Will of an obſtinate old Uncle gave 
it to me. 


N a Servant. 


Serv. [0 Man. ] Sir, here's one of your Servants from 
your Houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you. 
Man. Will you give him leave to come in, my 


5 Lord? 


Lord Town, Sir—the Ceremony 1 of your own 1 


p . 


1 2 Euter 
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Enter Manly's Servant. 


Man. Well, James what's the Matter now)? 
James. Sir, here's Jobn Moody's juit come to Town; 


he ſays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here 


to-night, and is in a great Hurry to ſpeak with you. 

Man, Where 1s he ? 

James. At our Houſe, Sir: He has been gaping and 
ſtumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, 24 ask - 
ing every one he meets, if they can tell him where he 


may have a good Lodging for a Parliament Man, 'till 
he can hire a handſome whole Houſe, fit for al his Fa- 


mily, for the Winter. 

Man. I am afraid, my Lord, ©: muſt wait upon Mr. 
Moody. © 

Lord T own. Pr Nhee ! let's have him here : He wil 


divert us. 


Man. O my li hes fork a Cab I Nee bus b 
ſo near Common Senſe, that he pars for a Witin 


the Family. 


Lady Grace. I beg of all things, we may * him: 
I am in —4 with Nature, let her Dreſs be never ſo 


homely ! 
Man. Then defire TIT to come hither, Tamer, 
[Exit James, 
Lady Grace. Pray what may be Mr. Moody's Pot ? 
Man. Oh! his Maitre d' Hotel, his Butler, his Bailiff, 


his Hind, his Huntſman; and ſometimes—— his Com- | 


panion. 


Lord "EPR It runs in my Head, that the Moment 
this Knight has ſet him down in the Houſe, he will get 
| up, to give them the earlieſt Proof, of what Importance 


he is to the Public, in his own Country. 


Man. Yes, and when they have heard him, he will ' 


find, that his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at 
ſometimes being invited to Dinner. 


Lady Grace. Ard her Ladythip, I ſuppoſe, will ks 

as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sphere too. 
Man. That you may depend upon: For (if | don't 
_ miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, tan 
ſhe yet knows of: And the will ſo i improve in this rich 
Soil, 
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the Fore-horſe of the Team! 
Oh! Honeſt Fobn/ 

Dodd lack! | beg Pardon, for my Bawldnelſs 
I did not fee, at his Honour was here. 8 


Lord Town. Mr. Meooav, your Servant: I am glad to 
| fee you in London. | hope all the good Family is well. 


| ſhould be. 
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Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will viſit all the Ladies, 
that will let her into their Houſes: And run in Debt to all 
the Shop-keepers that will let her into their Books : 
In ſhort, before her Important Spouſe has made five 
Pounds, by his Eloquence, at Weſtminſter ; the will have 


| loſt five hundred at Dice and Quadrille, in the Pariſh of 


St. James s. S 3 
Lord Town. So that, by that time he is declared un- 
duly elected, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their 
Money; and his Worſhip——will be ready for a Jail. 
Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the Account 
of this hopeful Journey to London——But ſee here comes 


Enter John Moody. 
| John Moody. Ad's waunds, and heart ! Meafter Manly! 
I'm glad I ha' fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a Buſs! 


| Why that's friendly naw! Fleſh! | thought we ſhould 


never ha” got hither! Well! and how d'ye do, Meafter ? 


 Fohn Maody. Thanks be prajs'd your Honour, they 
are all in pretty good Heart; thof we have had a power 
of Croſſes upo the Rod. ns 


| Lady Grace. 1 hope my Lady has had no hurt, Mr. 
Moody. Ie | | 


Job Moody. Noa, and pleaſe your Lzdyſhip, the 


was never in better Humour : There's Mony enough 
ſtirring now. „ | „„ 
Man. What has been the Matter, John. 

John Moody. Why, we came up in ſuch a Hurry, you 
mun think, that our Tackle was not ſo tight as it 

Man. Come, tell us all ————Pray how do they 
travel ? 1 | 


Fohn Moody. Why #the awld Co:ch, Meaſter, and 


eauſe my Lady loves to do things handſom, to be fure, 


ſhe would have a couple of Cart-horſes clapt to th' four 
EE, 1 | | -...0C@ 
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old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up a 
to London in her Coach and Six ! And fo Giles Joulter, the | 1 
Plowman, rides Poſtillion ! 0 
Man. Very well! The Journey ſers out as it ſhould | 
do. [ Afide.) What, do — bring all the Children with | 
them too ? 
Jobn Moody. Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and 
Miis Jenny. The other Foive are all out at board, at 
| half a Crown a Head, a Week, with Febu Growſe at 
Smoke-Dunghill Farm. | 
Man. Good-again ! a Tight Engl/p Academy for 
younger Children! 
John Mocdy. Anon, Sir. Lx ot underflanding him, 
Lady Grace. Poor Souls! What will become of em? 
Jahn Maody. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, 
hey are in very good Hands: Foan loves *um as thof" | 
they were all her own : For ſhe was Wet Nurſe to every 
Mother's Babe of 'um Ay, 25, * ne'er want 
for a Belly-full there! EL 85 z 
J. ady Grace. What Simplicity ! 
Man. The Lud 'a Mercy upon all good Folks ! What 
Work will theſe People make! [ Holding up bis Handi. 
Lord Toon. And when do you expect them here, John? | 
John Mcd. Why we were in hopes to ha“ come 
Yeiterday, an' it had no' been, that th' owld Wheaze- | 
belly Horſe tyr'd: And then we were ſo cruelly loaden, 
that the two Fore-Wheels came craſh ! down at once, in 
 Waegen-Rat Lane, and there we loſt four Hours *fore 
we cou'd ſet things to rights again. $ 
Man. So they bring all their Baggage \ with the Coach =] 
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then? 
FJiebn Moody. Ay, ay, and good Store ont there is— | 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill'd 
four a Mars Trunks, beſide the great Deal-Box, 
| that heavy Ralph and the Monkey fit upon behind. 
Lord Town. Lady Grace. and Man. Ha! ha, ha! 
Lady Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many | 
are they within the Coach ? 
 Fohn Moody. Why there's my Lady, 3 his Worſhip; ; | 
BE the younk Squeire, and Miſs Jenny, and the fat 
Lap Pop and my Lady” s Maid, Mrs. Handy, 5 
ol 
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Doll Tripe the Cook, that's all— Only Dall puked a 
little with riding backward, fo they hoiſted her into the 


Coach-Box—And then her Stomach was eaſy. 


Lady Grace, Oh! 1 fee em! I ſee em go by me. Ah! 
ha! | | [ Laughing. 

Fehn Mood. Then you mun think, Meafter. there was 
ſome Stowage for the Belly, as well as th Back too; 
Children are apt to be famiſht upo the Road; ſo we had 
ſuch Cargoas of Plumb-Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, 


and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef=— And 


then, in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry Brandy, 
Plague water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer fo plenty as 


made th* owld Coach crack again! Mercy upon them! 


and fend 'em all well to Town, I ſay. 
Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. 5 
Jobn Mocd. Ods bud! Meaſter, you're a wiſe Mon; and 
for that Matter, fo am 1 —Whoam's whoam, I fay: 


I um ſure we ha got but little Good, e&'er ſin' we turn'd 
dur Backs on't. Nothing but Miſchief! Some Devil's 


Trick or other plagued us, awth' Dey lung! Crack! 


goes one thing: Bawnce! goes another. Woa, ſays 


Roger ——— Then ſowſe ! we are all =t faſt in a Slough, 


Whaw! cries Miſs ! Scream go the Maids! and hew!. 
Juſt as thof' they were fluck! And ſo Mercy on us! this 


was the Trade from Morning to Night. But my Lacy 
was in ſuch a murrain hafte to be here, that ſet out ſne 
would, thof' I told her, it was Childermas Day. 
Man: Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, 7 | 
John Mood. Ah, Meatter ? I ha' ſeen a little of em; 
And I find that the belt—— when ſhe's mended, won't 


ha' much Goodneſs to ſpare. „„ 
Lord Town. Well ſaid, John, Ha! ha! 


Man. I hope at leaſt, you and your good Woman 

o 5 3 
Fohn Mocd. Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſs. Bridger 

ſticks to me: Tho? as for her Goodneſs—whv, ſhe was 


Willing to come to Londen too -But hawld a Bit! 


Noa, noa, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough done, 
without you. | 8 3 
Man, Why that was bravely ſpoken, %u, and like a 


B4 John 


Man. | 


hald it 
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John Mood. Ah, weaſt Heart, were Meaſter but hawf 
tue Mon that I am Ods wookers ! thot” he'll 
ſpeak ſtawtly too ſometimes——— But then he conno 
no! he conno' hawld it. 

Lord Town. Lady Grace. Man. Ha! ha! ha! 
Job Mood. Ods fleſh! But I mun hye me whoam ! 
th' Coach will be coming every Hour naw— but 
Meaſter charg'd me to find your Worſhip out ; for he 


bas hugey Buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait 


upon you, by that time he can put on aclean Neckcloth. 

Van. O John! l'll wait upon _ 

Jabn Mead. Why you wonno? be ſo kind, wull ye? 

Man. If you'll tell me where you lodge. 

John Mood. Jult Vth' Street next to where your Worſhip 
_ dwells, the Sign of the Golden Ball. 

over; where they ſel] Ribbands and „ ane other 

ſort of Geer for Gentlewomen. 

Man. A Milliner's? 


Jobn Mood. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly - - Wands! OD ; . 5 
has a Coon of clever Girls there ſtitching "th" * 1 


room. 
fan. Yes, yes, the s a Woman of good Buſineſs, no 
: doube on't · — Who recommended that Houte to you, 
John? | 
John Mod. The greateſt good ns in the World. 
ſure! Por as I was gaping about Streets, who ſhould 
look out of the Window there, but the ſine Gentleman, 
that was always riding by our Coach Side, at York Races 
Count Bain; ; ay, that's he. 


Sigh t. 


to ſee to 
Aan. As any Sharper i in Toon. [Aldi. 
John Masod. At York, he us'd to breakfaſt with my Lady 


_ every Morning. 


Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will re- | 
turn his Compliment here in Town. [Afede. | 


John Mood. Well, Meaſter 


Lord Toxvn. My Service to Sir Francis, and my Lady, F 


John. 
7 Lady 


It's Gold all 


| Man. Baſjet ? — 1 remember? I know him by g 


John Mood. well! to > be 15 as civil a Gentleman, [1 


A ty ty 


av Ww»» 


_ 


, 
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Lady Grace. And mine, pray Mr. "Tr 

Fohn Mood. Ay, your Honors, they'll proud on *. 
I dare ſay. 

Man. I'll bring my Compliments myſelf: So, honeſt 

70 bn. 
| John Mood. Dear Meaſter Manly ? the Goodneſs of 
Goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit John Mood 1-7 

Lord Town. What a natural Creature tis 

Lady Grace. Well! 1 can't but think John, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, muſt be very good Com- 
pay. Town. O! the Tramontane! If this were known 
at half the Quadrille- Tables in Town, _ would lay 
down their Cards to laugh at you, 

Lady Grace. And the Minute they took them op! again 
they would do the ſame at the Loſer ————But to let 


| you ſee, that I think good Company may ſometimes 


want Cards to keep them together: what think you, it 


Ve three far ſoberly down, to kill an Hourat Ombre ? 


Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 
Lady Grace. No matter ! I fhall have as much Advar.- 


tage of my Lord, as you have of me. 


Lord Town. Say you fo, Madam ? Have at you, then! 


Here! Get the Om e. Table, and Cards. 


3 Lord Tn . 


Lady Gract, Came, Mr. Manly 1 Know you 


don't forgive me now! 
Man. I don't know whether I * to forgive your 


' thinking ſo, Madam. Where do yu imagine could 


” 2 2 * 


* muſt be fo. 


: * at e 


paſs my Time fo agreeably ? 

Lady Grace. I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take his 
Share of the —— But he'll wonder what'- 
— of us! 

Man. I' follow in a Moment, Madam 

| [ Exit Lady Grace. 
she ſhes EF love her — et witl: 
What unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Explanation ? ” 
How amiable is every Hour of her Conduct? Whatn 
vile Opinion have I had of the whole Sex, for theſe ten 

Years paſt, which this ſenſible Creature has recover'd 
in leis than One ? Such a Companion, ſure, might com- 


B 4 | FPeulat. 
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5 _ all the irkſome Diſappointments, that Pride, 
Folly, and Falſhood ever gave me! 


Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, 
What Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives! 
* Rovers, then, might envy what they hate; 


And oaly Fools would mock the Married State. 1 


ernte rar hee eee v0 


ACT IL SCENE L 
Mrs. Motherly 5 Houſe 


Enter Count Ballet a and Mrs. Mother! Y. 


: Count Baſ. TELL you there is not ſuch a Family i in 


England, for you! Do you think I would 
have gone out of your Lodgings for any Body, that was 
not ſure to make you eaſy for the Winter? 

Moth. Nay, I fee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the 
Gentleman's being a Parliament-Man ; and when People 


may, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be out of | 


Humour, you know, when a yy comes to ask for one's 
OWNn- 
Count Bo. Pſhah ! Pr” ythee never wroukle thy Head— 
His Pay is as good as the Bank! Why, he has above 
two thouſand a Year ! 


Mob. Alas-a-cay ! that's nothing: Your People of | 


| ; ten thouſand a Year, have ten thouſand things to do 
wah it. 
Count Ba/. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your 


Money ; what do you think of going a little with . 


Mrs. Motherly ? 
Math. As how? 


Count Baſ. Why L have a Game in my Hand, in a | 


if you'll croup me, that is, help me to play it, you wall 
80 kve pena to Ms. 


| 


Moth. 


Fortune 
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Moth. Say you fo ?—Why then, I go, Sir 
and now pray let's ſee your Game. 

Count Ba/. Look you in one Word, my Cards lie thus 
—— When I was down this Summer at Vert, I happen'd 
to lodge in the ſame Houſe with this Knight's Lady, 
that's now coming to lodge with you. 

Moth. Did you fo, Sir? 

Count Ba/. And ſometimes had the Honour to Break- 
faſt, and paſs an idle Hour with her 

Math. Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would have 


the Impudence to Sup, and be buly with her. 


Count Ba/. Pſhab! pr'ythee hear me 
Meth, Is this your Game? I would not give Sixpence 


for it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin-Money 


no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo fluſh of it! 
Count Ba/. Nay, if you won't have Patience- | 
Moth. One had need to have a good deal, I am ſure, 


to hear you talk at this rate ! Is this your way of making | 


my poor Niece Myrtillæeaſy t 


Count Ba. Death! I ſhall do it ain, if the omen 


will but let me ſpeak 
Meth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morning? 
Count Ba/. I have it here in my Pocket——this is it. 
[ Shewws it and puts it up again. 
Moth. Ay, but I don” t find you have made any An- 
ſwer to it. 
Count Baſ. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear 200 
Moth, What! hear you talk of another Woman? : 
Count Ba/. O lud! O lud! I tell you, PII make her 
'Ounds ! PII marry her. 
Moth. A likely matter! if you would not * it when 


ſhe was a Maid, your Stomach is not fo ſharp ſet now, 


I preſume. 
Count Baſ. Hey day! why your Head begins to turn, 
my Dear ! the Devil! you did not think 1 propos'd to 


marry her myſelf ! 


Meth. It you don t, who the Devi do you think will = 


marry her? 
Count Ba/. Why, a Fool 


Moth. Humph ! there may * * 8 
Count Baſ. Very good——One f for t'other then; if I 
can 


every Wench in the Family : The Daughter, much of 
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can help her to a Husband, why ſhould not you come | 


into my Scheme of helping me ry a Wiſe? 


Moth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable | 


| Affair, you know you may command me but pray 
where is this bleſſed Wife and Husband to be had ? 

Count Ba/. Now have a little Patience 

know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 


up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son and a | 
Daughter, to teach them — — F aces, and 


turn their Toes out. | 
| Moth. Good! | 
Count Ba/. The Son is an unlick'd Whelp, * ſix- 
teen, juſt taken from School; and begins to hanker after 


the ſame Age, a pert, forward Huſſy, who having eight 


thouſand Pound left her by an old doting Grandmother, | 
ſeems to have a deviliſh Mind to be doing in her Way] 


00. 


for Life? 


Count Ja ½L Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Markery, we | 
Gentlemen, whole occaſional Chariots roll, only, upon | 
the four Aces, are liable ſometimes, you know, to have | © 


a Wheel out of Order: Which, I confeſs, is ſo much my 


Caſe at preſent, that my Dapple Grays are reduc'd toff 
2 Pair of Ambling Chairmen : Now, if with your Af. 


ſtance, I can whip up this young Jade into a Hackney- 


Coach, I may chance, ia a Day or two after, to carry} / 


| Her in my own Chariot, ex — to an Opera. Now 
_ what do you ſay to me? 
Mob. Why, I ſhall not fleep - 


Deſign ? 

Count Baſ. By renewin my Addreſſes to the Mother, 
Moth. And how will the — like that, think you: 
Count Ba/. A well 
; Aﬀair. 1 

Noch. That's true 
fay, one for t'other Sir I ſtick to that—if you don't do 


vou muſt | 


- mo And your Deſign is, to put her into — f 


. for think ing off 
ite. But how will you prevent: the Family I imoking g your} 


whilſt it covers her own} 


it muſt. do——but, as you! 


my Niece's Buſineſs with the Son, I'll blow you with the | = 


— depead ** x 


nt 
Cou 


A JouvuRrRNEy to LonDON. 37 


Count Ba/. It's a yoga = as we go, I tell yoo, and 
the five hundred ſhall be 'd, in a third Hand. | 
Moth. That's honeſt But here comes my Niece! 


| ſhall we let her into the Secret? 


Count Ba. Time enough! may be, I may couch upon it. 


Enter Myrtilla. 


Moth. So Niece, are all the Rooms done out, and the 
Beds ſheeted ? 


Myr. Yes, Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the Lady 


| always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 


none ia the Houſe. 
Meth. Odſo! then I muſt beg your Rades Count; | 
this is a buſy Time you know. Exit Mrs. Motherly. 
Count Baſ. Myrtilla “ how doſt thou do, CH? 
| Myr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. | 
Count Ba/. Why, what have you loſt ? | 
Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, 


{ .you that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better 
1 | 


Count Bf Why Child, doſt thou ever ſee any bodyover- 


2 joy'd for winning a deep Stake, fix Months after tis over. 


Myr. Would I had never play'd for it! 


Count Ba/. Pſhah ! Hang theſe ackackely FRG 1 
we may de Friends ſtill. 
Mr. Dull ones. 


| Count Baſe Uſeful ones perhaps———fuppoſe 1 hould 


: help thee to a good Husband ? 


Myr. I ſuppoſe you U think any one good enough, 


that "wil take me off o' your hands. 


Count Baſ. What do you think of the young Country 


| "Squire, the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge 
| here? 


Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him? 


Count Baſ. Nay, I only give you the Hint, Child; it 
may be worth your while, at leaſt, to look — ou 
Hark | what Buſtle's that wichout. - = | 


Enter Mrs. Motherly in Jud. - 


"Hah Sir! Sir! the Geatleman's Coach | is at the 
Door! they are all come 4 


Count 


lour, Madam, only for the preſent, till your Servants | 
| have got all your Things in 
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Count B/, What, already? 
Moth. They are juſt * out won't you ſtep} M 
and lead in my Lady? Do you be in the way, Niece ! 

I muſt run and receive them. [Exit Mrs. Mutherly, th 
Count Ba. _ think of what I told you. [ Exit Count. 
Myr. Ay! ay! vou have left me enough to think of, th 

as 2 ra as I live a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, I} 
true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he Ct 
wants to be rid of me: But while Women are weak, _— 
will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their Joys and 
ours; when our Vanity indulges them, in ſuch innocent 
Favours as make them adore us; we can never be well, 
till we grant them the very one, that puts an end to | in 
their Devotion But here comes my Aunt, and the | 
Company. 


*. Moth er] returns, ſewing in L Wron head, | 
MY Ly 9 


Moth. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this Par. 


Lady Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this is fo infinitely oblig- | 
ing—1 proteſt it gives me Pain tho”, to turn you out | 
0 your Lodging thus! | 
Count Ba/. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; weſingle | 
Fellows are ſoon mov'd; beſides, Mrs. Motherly s my | 
old Acquaintance, and I could not be her Hindrance. {} 
Moth. The Count is fo well-bred, Madam, I dare fay ! 
he would do a great deal more, to accommodate your 4 
| Lady ſhip. | 
Los rene: O dear Madam l- A good wall bred E 
ſort of a Woman. 5 "Lars to the Count. | yo 
Count Ba/. O Madam, the is very much among People 
of Quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them, in her Houſe. Sir 
Lady Wrong. Are there a good many People of Quality hs 
in this Street, Mrs. Motherly ? 
Mob. Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't 4 
believe there is a Houſe without them. 
Lady Wrong. | am mighty glad of that: for really If 
think People of Quality ſhould always live among one J. 
another. 


r 
3 — 


Count 
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Count Ba/. Tis what one would chooſe indeed, 
Madam 
Lady Wrong. Bleſs me ! but where are the Children all 


this while? 


Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is taking care of 
them. 
Sir Fran. [within.] John Moody ! ſtay you by the | 
Coach, and ſee all our Things out—Come, Children. 
Moth. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Mi 5 Jenny. 
Sir Fran. Well, Count ! I mun ay it, this was koynd, 


indeed ! 


Count Baſ. Sir Francis ? give me leave | to bid you 


| 1 to London. 


Sir Fran. Pſhah ! how doſt do, Mon- —Waunds, 


: he glad to ſee thee! A pood ſort of a Houſe this! fs 


Mrs. Jane is grown fo, I ſhould not have known her. 


Count Baf. Is not that Maſter Richard? 


Sir Fran. Ey! 4 ! that's young — —why 
doſt not baw, Dick ? | 

Squ. Rich. Sol do, Feyther. 

Count Ba/. Sir I'm glad to fee you- -] proteſt 


= Fran. Come forward, Jenny. 
any. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how to 


| er myſelf ? 


Count Baſ. If I have Permifion to approach her, Sir 


Francis. 


7 enny. Lord, Sir, I'm in ſuch a frightful pickle 


= 

Count Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt 

you, Madam. you have been a long Journey. 

$ Jenny. I hope you will {ee me in a better, to- morrow, 

ir. 
[Lady Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. 
Moth. Only a Niece of mine, Madam, that lives with 

me: ſhe will be proud to give Your 3 any 


Aſſiſtance in her Power. 


Lady Wrong. A pretty ſort of a young Woman 
Jenny, yu two malt be acquainted. 


Jenny. 
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Jenny. O, Mamma ! am never ſtrange, in a ſtrange 
Place! [Salutes Myr tilla. 


Mr. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam— | 


Madam, your Ladyſhip's welcome to London. 
Jenny. Mamma! | like her prodigioufly ! ſhe calld 
me my Ladyſhip. 


Squ. Rich. Pray Mother, mayn't I be acquainted with 


| her too! 


Lady Wrong. You ! you Clown t ſtay 'ill you learn a 


little more Breeding firft. 


Sir Fran. Od's Heart! my Lady Wrorghead 2 why 
do you balk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn — 


ing, if he does not put himſelf forward ? 


Squ. Rich. Why ay, Feather, does Moather think 'at | 


I'd be uncivil to her ? 


Myr. Maſter has ſo much Good- humour, Madam, he | 2 


would ſoon gain upon any Body. {He Kiffes \viyr, 


Squ. Rich. Lo' you there, Moather : and you would = 


| but be quiet, ſhe and 1 ſhould do well enough. 


Lady Wrong. Why, how now, Sirrah! Boys muſt not * 


de ſo familiar. 
Squ. Rich. Why, an I know no body, haw the Nur 
rain mun I paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? Naw 


you and I, and Siſter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an After- 


noon, may play at One and thirty Bone-Ace, purely. 


Jenny. Speak for yourſelf, Sir Wa think I play at] 


{ach Clowniſh Games ? 
Spu. Rich. Why and you woant yo' ma' let it aloane; 


then ſhe, and I, mayhap, will have a bawt at All fours, 


without you. 


Sir Fran. Noa! Noa! Dick, that won't do neither; 


: you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 
Myr. If Maſter pleaſes, ll ſhew it him. 


Squ. Rich. What ! the Humber / Hoy day! ! why does 


our River run to this Tawn, Feather? 
Sir Fran. Pooh ! you filly Tony ! Ombre is a Geam at 


; Cards, that the better Sort of People play three together at. 


Sgqu. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I fay ; but 
iſter i is always ſo croſs gram'd 


Jenny. Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf people 


and one has really been Rinſe up in a Coach ſo long, 
tha 


| th' Monkey has gin us the flip, I think 


| ſkawer'd after him. 
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that Pray Madam could not I get a little 


Powder for my Hair ? 


Myr. If you pleaſe to come aleng with me, Madam. 
Freun Myr. and Jenny. 
Sgu. Rich. What has Siſter ta en her away naw ! meſs, 


Tu go and have a little game with em. [Ex. after them. 


Lady Wrong. Well, Count, I hope you won't ſo far 


change your Lodgings, but you will come, and be at 


home here ſometimes ? 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay! prythee come and take a bit of 


| Mutcon with us, naw and tan, when thouh'ſ now ght 
| to do. 


Count Baſ. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll make 5 


but very little Ceremony. 


Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty ! 
Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh yourſelf, 
with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue ? I think I have 


pretty good. 


Lady Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs Motherly ; ; but 1 be. 
lieve we had beſt have it above Stairs. 

Meth, Very well, Madam: it ſhall be EY imme- 
diately. [Exit Mrs. Motherly, 

Lady Wrong. Won't you walk up, Sir? 

Sir Fran. Moody ! 

Count Ba/. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis Madam ? 

Lady Wrong. Lard ! don't mind him ! he will come if 


he likes it. 


Sir Fran. Ay, ay ! ne'er hood me I he? things 


to look after. [ Exeunt Lady — and Count Bal. 


Enter John Moody. 


John Moody. Did you Worſhip want muh "Es 

Sir Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear d? and all our 
* _ any 

John Moody. Aw but a few Band- boxes, and the Nook 
that's left och Gooſe Poy —But a Plague on him, 
l ſuppoſe ; 
5 Romans; for here looks to bea 
but heavy Ralph is 


he's goon. to ſee 
Power of um in this Tan — 


Sir F ran Why, let him 20 to the Devil | ! no matter, 
an 
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and the Hawnds had had him a Month agoe———— 
but I wiſh the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to th 
Inn! This is a ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us 
here, John, therefore I would have you alung with | 
Roger, and ſee that nobody runs away wich them before 
they get to the Stable. 

Fohn Moody. Alas-a-day, Sir: I believe our awld Cattle | 
- woant yeaſily be run away with to-night—but howſom-, 

dever, we'ſt ta' the beſt care we can F 


Well, 

{Moody g 
John Moody. Ods Fleſh ! here's Maſter Monly come to 
wait upo' * Worſhip! ! 
Sir Fran. Wheere is he? 
John Mood. Juſt coming in e: Threſhould. 


Sir Fran. 


well! make haſte then 


Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineſs. [Ex. IEP | 


Enter Manly. 


Couſin Monly 1 Sir, I am your very bumble Servant. 
Man. | heard you were come, Sir Francis —and— 
Sir Fran. Odſheart ! this was fo kindly done of you naw. 
Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin! for I con- 


feſs, I ſhould have been better plene'd to have ſeen you N 


in any other Place. 
Sir Fran. How ſoa, Sir? 


Man. Nay, 'tis for your own fake : I'm not a | 


Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin ! thof' I know 
me well; 
weighty Reaſons for what I have done, that you will 


you wiſh 


= ſay, Sir, this is the wiſeſt * that ever 1 made 1 in | 


my Life. 


Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin; for I believe, | 


you will find it the moſt expenſive —_— Election 
did not coſt you a Trifle, I ſuppoſe. 
Sir Fran. Why ay! 


I'm a Fool) there are ways, 8 to lick e one J ſelf. 
whole again. Es | 
Man. Nay if you have that Secret- 
Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Couſin 
find that I know ſomethin g. 


of um, poor S Sawks. | 


ves out, and return. 


yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch | 


| it's true! That—that did lick a | 
| little; 3 but if a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawn'd yet that | 


Pe. | 


M 
lad 
Sit 
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— Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 
th glad to know it too. ä | | 

us' Sir Fran. In ſhort then, I have a Friend in a Corner, 
vith | that has let me a little into what's What, at Leſiminſter 
fore | ——that's one Thing. | . 13 
Man. Very well! but what Good is that to do you? 
ttle Sir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other 
1 _ 3 5 
Is. | Man. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage of 

different Qualifications. 88 5 
ru. Sir Fran. Why ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that I 
to have lived all my Days Ythe Country—what then 
I'm o'the Quorum have been at Seſſions, and 1 
| have made Speeches there ! ay, and at Veſtry too 
and may hap they may find here, that I have 
dy. | brought my Tongue up to Town with me! D'ye take 
me, naw? „ = 
Man. If I take your Caſe right, Couſin ; I am afraid 
the firſt Occaſion you will have for your Eloquence here, 
— | will be, to ſhew that you have any Right to make ule 
A Oe 
be 1 Sr Fran. How d'ye mean? Io 
you | Man. That Sir John Worthland has lodg'd a Petition 
| againſt you. . 3 V•VFj 
5 Sir Fran. Petition ! why ay! there let it lie — we'll 
1'd. | find a way to deal with that, I warrant you !——why, 
viſh you forget, Couſin, Sir Jobn's o'the wrung fide, Mon! 
uch] Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
will Service; for in Caſes very notorious (which I take yours 
> in | to be) there is ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and diſ- 
I ͤpatching them immediately. „ 8 
ve, | Sir Fran. With all my Heart! the ſooner I ſend him 
ion | home again the better. | I Ing. 
| Man. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, to 

k a | repair your Fortune 5 
hat] Sir Fran. In one word, Couſin, I think it my Duty! 
ſelf | the Wiongheadt have been a conſiderable Family, ever 

_ | fince England was England; and fince the World knows 
II I have Talents where-withal ; they ſhan't fay it's my 
u'll | Fault, if I don't make as good a Figure as any that ever 
were at the Head on't. 1 


2— 


Blas. 
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Man. Nay ! this Project as you have laid it, will 


come up to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe 
five hundred Years. 


Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap[, 


hav'n't told you all, neither 
Man. You aftoniſh me! what! and is it full as pratti 
cable as what you have told me 
Sir Fran. Ay, thof' I fay it 


_ doan't come of a Fool's Errand ! 
Man. Very well. 


Sir Fran, In a word, my Wife has got a Friend a | 


Court, as well as myſelf, and her ons. cont Jenny is naw 
pretty well grown up 

Man. [ Aſide.] — And what in the Devil's 
would he do with the Dowdy ? 


Nani 


Sir Fran Naw, if I doan't lay in the a Husband for | 
her, mayhap this Tawn, ſhe my be — out for 


herſelf 
Man. Not unlikely. 


Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome Thoughts of getting 


; her to be Maid of Honour. 


Man. [4fide.] Oh! he has taken my Breath away! 
but I muſt hear him out——Pray Sir Francis, do you | 


think her Education has yer qualified her for a Court ? 


Sir Fran, Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſome, 


it's true! but ſhe has Tongue enough: She woan't be 
daſht! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and 
that will ſoon teach her how to ſtond ſtill, you know. 
Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliſht, 
you muſt ſtill wait for a Vacancy. 
Sir Fran, Why J hope one has a Chance for that 
every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's a Poſt, 
that Folks are not more willing to get into, than they 
are to get out of—t's like an Orange-Tree, upon that 
_ accawnt—— it will bear Bloſſoms, and Fruit that's ready 
to drop, at the ſame time. = 
Man. Well, Sir, you beſt know how to make 
good your Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, 


and my young Couſins? I ſhould be glad to ſee them 
2. 
| Si 


every whit, Couſin? | 
| you'll find that I have more Irons the Fire than one! 1 
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Sir Fran. She is but juſt taking a Diſh a Tea with the 
Count, and my Landlady——Pl call her dawn. 


Man. No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again. 
Sir Fran. Ods-heart ! but you mun ſee her naw, 


Couſin ; what! the beſt Friend I have in the World! 


Here! Sweet-heart ! [To a Servant without. | 
prythee deſire my Lady, and the Gentleman to come 
down a bit ; tell her here's Couſin Manly come to wait 


| upon her. 


Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman _ 
dir Fran. You mun know him to be ſure; why it's 


Count Bayer. 


Mar. Oh! is it he ?—Your Family will be infinitely 5 
happy in his Acquaintance. - 

Sir Fran. Troth ! I think ſo too: He s the civileſt 
Man that ever I knew in my Life why ! here he 
would go out of his own Lodgings, at an Hour's Warn- 
ing, yuuy to oblige my Fami y. Wasn't that kind, 


| naw ? 


Man. Extremely civil—the Family is in admirable 


| Hands already 


Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes him 8 the 
Time of York Races, ſhe would never be without him. 
Aan. That was happy indeed! and a prudent Man, 
you know, ſhould always take care that fi Wife may 
have innocent Company. 
Sir Fran. Why ay ! that's it! and I think there could 
not be ſuch another ! 
Man. Why truly, for her Purpoſe, I think not. 
Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he—he ſtonds a leetle 


1 wo much upon Ceremony; that's his Fault. 


Man. O never fear! he'll mend that every Day—— 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has! 
Sir Fran. So! here they come! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſlet, and Mrs. Motherly. : 


Lady Wrong. Couſin Manly ! this is n oblig- 
ing! I am extremely glad to ſee you. 


Man. Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam; I am 


| glad to fee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after Ta 
Journey, 
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Lady Wrong. Why really coming to London is apt 
put a little more Life in one's Looks. 

Man. Yet the Way of living here, is very apt u 
deaden the Complexion and give me leave to ul 
you, as a Friend, Madam, you are come to the wol 
Place in the World, for a good Woman to grow bet 
ter in. | 

Lady Wrong. Lord, Couſin ! how ſhould People em 
make any Figure in Life, tha are always moap'd up i 
the Country ? 

Count Ba/. Your Ladyſbip ct "thinly takes the Thiny 
in a quite right Ligh:, Mulan: Mr. Manly, y 
humble Servant——a hem. 5 

Man. Familiar Puppy. l. 1 Sir. your moſt obe 
diem I muſt be civil to tu: al, to cover my Saf} L 
picion of him. [ Afidt, 

Count Ba. Was you at White's s tais Morning, Sir? 

Man. Ves, Sir, juſt call'd in. | |. 
| 4 Count 84 * "— there any thing done ak 
there? 
Mar. Much as uf l, Sir; ; the ſame daily o my 


5 and the ſame Crows about them. Mar 
Count Ba. The Demi vre- Baronet had a bloody 5 
Tumble Yeſterday. Chil 
Man. I hope, Sir, you had your Share of him. 1 


Count Bay. No, faith! I came in when it was al] ber. 
over [ think I juſt made a couple of Bets with Mot. 
him, took op cool hundred, and ſo went to che King" 
Arms. | 
Lady Wrong. What a gentee], eaſy Manner he has! | 
Afids 

Man. A yy bopeful Acquaintance | 3 have — 
here. [Alu. 


Enter Squire Richard, awith a aber brown Pepe on bit | 
8 | ö | | more 
Sir 83 How naw, Dick ! 4 what's the matter vin N 
thy Forehead, Lad? ts 


Squ. Rich. I ha? = grow a W upon't. „ 
Lady Wrong. An how did you come by it, you heed | 


leſs Creature? | de 
Squ. Rich. 


| Highgate. | 
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| Squ. Rich. Why, I was but running after Siſter, and 
rother young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw : and 
ſo with that, they flapt the Door full in my Feace, and 
e me ſuch a whurr here I thought they had beaten 
my Brains out ! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown Paper here, 
to ſwage it a while. 0 8 
Lady Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough ! will you 
never have done with your Horſe-play ? | 
Sir Fran. Pooh ? never heed it, Lad ! it will be well 
by to-morrow——the Boy has a ſtrong Head! _ 
Man. Yes, truly, his Scull ſeems to be of a comfor- 
table Thickneſs. 1 ... 
Sir Fran. Come, Dick, bere's Couſin Manhy- -—Sir, 
this is your God-ſon. 5 a ag 
Lady Wrong. Oh ! here's my Daughter too. 


Enter Miſs Jenny. 


Squ. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther ! I crave leave to 
—_—_ JJV 

Man. Thou haſt it, Child —and if it will do thee 
any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a 
Man as thy Father. „„ 3 
Lady Wrong. Miſs Jenny! don't you ſee your Couſin, 
A e ns 5 
Man. And as for thee, my pretty Dear—{ Salutes 
ler.] may'ſt thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, as thy 
Mother. | Y 5 

Jenny. I wiſh I may ever be fo handſom, Sir, DD 
| Has. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that 
| ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on this fide 
Sir Fran. Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir, 
Lady Wrong. That's only from her Country Education, 


dir Francis. You know ſhe has been kept too long there 


——-ſo ] brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little 


more Reſerve and Modeſty. . 
Man. O, the beſt Place in the World for it every 
oman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it—— 


1 There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks 


a knowing Perſon ; even ſhe perhaps will be fo 
as to ſhew her a little London Behaviour, 


| like 
| pod | 
1 Moth, 
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Moth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't fland long in need of m 


Inſtruction. 
Man. That I dare ſay: What thou can'ſt teach her, 


ſhe will ſoon be Miſtreſs of. 


2 
Meth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at he 


ſervice. 
Lady Wrong. Very obli ing indeed, Mrs. Metherh, 


Sir Fran. Very kind an evil, trul/— 1 think we | 


are got into a mighty Hawſe _ 
W O yes. Sod on iendly Company. 
Count 350 Humh! I'gad I don't like his Looks 
ſeems a little \moky——1 believe I had as 
off ——If I ftay, I don't know but he may as 


odd Queſtions. 


Man. Well, Sir, | believe you — I do but hinder 


the Family 


Count Baſ. It's very true, Sir—I was juſt chinking 91 


going He don't care to leave me, I ſee: But it's no 


matter, we have time enough. [ Afide.] And fo [ 5 
without Ceremony, your humble Servant, 


| "[Exit Count Baſſet, and drops @ Letin. 
Lady Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-dow: ? 


Pl lays my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 
[ Puts it in her Pocke. 
Sir Fran. Why i in ſuch haſte, Couſin? 
Man. O! my Lady mult have a great many Affan 
upon her Hands, after ſuch a Journey. 


Lady Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have mud 
leſs every Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one fot F 


or other. 


Man, Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment 


here, Madam. 


Jenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir I 


Man. Nor you neither, I dare fay, my young Mit 
es. 
Jenny. I hope not, Sir. 
Man. Ha! Miſs Mettle!- 
; Sir? | 


Sir Fran. Only to ſee you to the Door, Sir. 
Man. Oh! Sir Fraxcis, 1 love to come and go, with 


Si | 


out Ceremony. 


— —Where are you * 
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Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will have me 
your humble Servant. [Exit Manly, 
Jenny. This Couſin Many, Papa, ſeems to be but of 
an odd fort of a cruſty Humour—l don't like him half 
ſo well as the Count. 
Sir Fran. Pooh! that's . thing, Child 
Couſin is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt 
always be civil to bim, for he has a deal of Money; and 


no body knows who he may give it to. 


Lady Wrong. Pſhah; a Fig for his Money, you have 


# fo many Projects of late about Money, fince you are 


a Parliament Man : What! we muſt make ourſelves 
Slaves to his impertinent Humours, eight, or ten Years 
perhaps, in hopes to be his Heirs, and then he will be 
juſt old enough to marry his Maid. 
Moth. Nay, for that matter, Madam, the Town * 
he is going to be married already. 
Sir Fran. Who? Couſin Manly? 
Lady Wrong. To whom, pray? 
Moth. Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip mould hows 5 
nothing of it !—to my Lord T 5 s Siſter, Lady 
Grace. 
Lady Wrong. Lady „ 
Moth. Dear Madam, it has been i in the News- Papers! | 
Lady Hong. I don't like that neither. | 
Sir Fran. Naw, 1 do; for then 1 it's likely it mayn't 


bbe true. 


Lady Wrong. All.] If it is not too far gone; at 


it may be worth one's while to throw a rub i in his 
way. 

Squ. Rich, Pray. Feyther, haw lung will it de to 
Supper? 

Sir Fran. Odſo ! that's true ! ſtep to the Cook, Lad, 
and ask what ſhe can get us ? 

Meth. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of my Maids 
to ſhew her where ſte may have wo thing you *. - 
mind to. | 

Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. A. eber hy. 

Squ. Rich. Ods-fleſn! what is not it i'the Hawſe yet 
l ſhall be famiſb.— but howld ! ll go and ask 


Dell, an chere s$ none o' the Gooſe Poy left. 
5 Sir 
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Sir Fran. Do ſo, and do'ſt hear, Dich==———ſce if 
there's e'er a Bottle o'th' ſtrong Beer that came ith | 


8 Coach with us—if there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and | 


bring it up. 

Squ. Rich. With a little Nutmeg and Sugar, ſhaws'tT, 
 Feyther.? 

Sir Fran. Ay! ay l as thee and I always drink it for 
Breakfaſt—Go thy Ways —— and PII fill a Pipe i'th 
mean while. [Takes one from 4 Pocket-Caſe, and fills 
E [Exit Su. Rich. 
Lady Mrong. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly ! 

Sir Fran. Why my Dear, you may allow .him to be a 
little hungry after his Journey. 

Lady Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him OWN way 
He has been cramming in or out of the Coach all this 
Day I am 2*— wiſh my poor Gurl could eat a ne 
ter as much. 

Fenny. O as for that I could eat a great deal more, 
Mamma; but then may hap, 1 ſhould gow coarſe, like 

bim, and ſpoil my ſhape. — 
Lady Wrong. Ay, fo thou would'ſt, my Dear. 


Enter Squire Richard with a full Tankard. 


Squ. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha“ browght it——it's 

well I went as [ did; for our Doll had juſt bak'd a Toaſt, } 
and was going to drink 5 it herſelf. 
Sir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick [Prining | 
Squ. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyther. | 
Lady Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis! I wonder you can 
encourage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly Li- 
quor its enough to make him quite ſtupid. | 
 _  Squ. Rich. Why it never hurts me, Mother; andI 
ſleep like a Hawnd after it. [ Drinks. | 
Sir Fran. I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty Years, | 
and by your Leave, — 1 don't know that I want! 
Wit: Ha! ba! 1 
Fenny. But you mi he have had a great deal more, 
Papa, if you would have been govern'd by my Mo- $ 
ther. 


has no Wit at all. | 
| FJenm. k 


1 Daughter ! ! he that i is governed by his Wife, I | 
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Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Str 3 for I 
love to govern dearly. 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child ; - it don't 40 well 
in a young Woman. 


Lady Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don't ſnub her; ſhe has 
a fine ume ng Spirit, and if you check her fo, you will 
u 


make her as dull as her Brother there. 
Squ. Rich. [ After a long Draught] Indeed, Mother, 


'T think my Siſter is too forward. 


Jenny. You ! you think I'm too forward ! ſure * 


Brother Mud your Head's too heavy to think of any 


thing but your Belly. _ 
Lady Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs ; ; he's none of your Ma- 


ler, tho' he is your elder Brother. 


Squ. Rich. No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
ſhe s younger Sifler ! 


Sir Fran. Well ſaid Dick! ſhew * em that ſtawt Liquor | 


| makes a ft Heart, Lad. _ 
== * Rich. So I will ! and run drink ageen, | for all 


Enter John Moody. 


Sir Fran. 80 John how are the Horſes! s: 

| John Moody. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion 0 
this Tawn, it's made up o' Miſchief, I think ! 
Sir Fran. What's the Matter naw ? 


John Moody. Why l'll tell your Wen e 


« 8 we were gotten to th' Street End, with the Coach, here, 


a great Luggerheaded Cart, with Wheels as thick as 2 
brick Wall, laid hawld on't, and has poo'd it aw to 


1 Bits; Crack ! went the Perch ! Down goes the Coach! 
and Whang! ſays the Glaſſes, all to Shivers! Marcy 
upon us! and this be London“ would we were aw veel ; 


in the Country ageen! 
Jenny. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the 
Country again, Mr. Lubber ? I hope we ſhall not go 


Into the Country again theſe ſeven Years, Mamma ; let 
twenty Coaches be pull'd to pieces. | | 


Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Fern 3 Ra 
in no n, in all this? ie er 


C2 Jobn 


— 
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John Mod. Noa, Sir, nor I, noather are not yow 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſuch an unkind 
thing by Strangers? Noa, ſays he, you Bumkin. Sir, 


he did the thing on very Purpoſe ! and fo the Folks ſaid 


that ſtood by— Very well, ſays Roger, yow ſhall ſee what 
our Meyſter will ſay to ye! Your Meyſter ? ſays he; 
ur Meyſter may kiſs my—and ſo he clapt his Hand | 
Juſt there, and like your Worſhip. Fleſh! I * | 
they had better Breeding in this Tawn. 
Sir Fran. T'll teach this Raſcal ſome, I'll warrant kim I 


| Odsbud! if | take him in Hand, PII play the Devil with 


„ 


Squ. Rich. Ay do, Feyther; have him before the Pare. 


liament. 
Sir Fran. Odsbud and ſo I will I will make 


him know who T am ! Where does he live? 
Joon Moody. I believe, in London, Sir. 
Sir Fran. What's the Raſcal's Name 1 
Jobu Moecdy. 1 think I heard ſomebody call bim Dick. 
_ Squ. Rich. What, my Name! 
Sir Fran. Where did he 1 
John Moody. Sir, he went home. 
Sir Fran. Where's that? | | 
Fobm Moody. By my Troth, Sir, [ doan't know ! I 


heard him ſay he would croſs the ſame Street again to- | 


morrow ; and if we had a mind to ftand in his way, he 
wou'd pool us over and over again. 


Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Odszooks ! get me a Conſtable. ä 


Lady Wrong. Pooh ! get you a good Supper. Come, f 
Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in a Heat for what can't 
be helpt. Accidents will TO to People that travel 
abroad to ſee the World For my part, I think 


it's a Mercy it was not over. turn d before we were al | 


out on't. 
Sir Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. py 


Lady Wrong. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy | | 


one at Sccond-hand, for preſent Uſe ; ſo beſpeak a new 

one, and then all's eaſy. 
FJobn Moody. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this | 

could have held you above a Day longer. 
Sir Fran, D'ye think ſo, ? 


John 


| Lord Town. H O's chere! 


wa TY wy YT . # 
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John Moody. Why you ha' had it, ever ſince yu 


Worſhip were High Sheriff. 


Sir Fran. Why then go and ſee what Doll has got us 


for Supper and come and get off my Boots. 


[Exit Sir Fran. 
Lady Wrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 
Handy, and bid her get me ſome freſh Night- clothes. 
[Exit Lady Wrong. 
Fenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for myielf too. 
[Exit Jenny. 
Squ. Rich. Odsfleſh ! and what mun I do all alone ? 


Pll &en ſeek out where t other pratty Miſs i 18, 
And ſhe and I'll go play at Cards for Kiſſes. [ Fx;:. 


ACT W. SCENE IL 
8 Cc E N E, the Lord Townly's 2 


* Lord Towels, a Servant + attending. 


Serv. My Lord. So, .:: 4 
| Lord Town, Bid them get Dinner Lady ore, 
your n. | 


| A Lady Grace. i 
Lady Grace. What, is the Houſe up already ? My Lad 7 


| is not dreſt yet! 


Lord Town. No matter —it's three e may 


break my Ref}, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 


Lady Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, for 


| ſhe dines abroad. 


Lord Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for her 
not being ready yet. 


C3 lady 
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Lady Grace. No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged in 
Company. 
Lord ſown. Where, pray? 1 
Lady Grace. At my Lady Revel's; and you know they 
never dine till Supper time. — 4 
Lord Town. No truly. ſhe is one of thoſe orderly 
Ladies, who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices ! But pr 7 Siſter, what Humour is ſhe 
in to-day? ß 5 
Lady Grace. O] in tip-top Spirits, I can aſſure you 
———-ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night. 
Lord Town. I know no Difference between her Win- 
ning or Loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of Life. 
_ — However ſhe is better in good Humour, 
than ba 
Lord Toxwn. Much alike : When ſhe is in good Hu- 
mour, other People only are the better for it: When in 


na a very ill Humour, wm, indeed, 1 ſeldom fail to have _ 5 
my Share of her. 


Lady Grace. Well, we won't talk of that now 
Does any Body dine here? 


Lord Town. Manly promis 'd 8 "A ways Ma- 


de, what do you think of his laſt Converſation ? 
Lady Grace Lam a little at a Stand about 1 ic. 
Lord Tewn. How ſo? h 
Lady Grace. Why -I don't know how he can ever 
have any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſe- 
vere Rules upon Wives, in my hearing. 
Lord Town. Did you think his Rules unreaſonable 3 ? 
Lady Grace. I can't ſay I did: But he might have had 
a little more Complaiſance before me, at leaſt. 
Lord Town. Complaiſance is only 8 Proof of good 
Breeding : But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of his Ho- 


neſty ; nay, of his good Opinion of you: For he would 4 


never have open'd himſelf fo freely, but in confidence 
that your good Senſe could not be diſobliged at it. 


Lady Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother, has 5 


| hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd a 
Letter this Morning that ſhews him a very different * 
from what I thought him. N 

Lord Town. A Letter from whom ? 
Lady 


2 . —— 
N 


: | —_— 


ö 


 AJovnntey % LONDON. 55 


Lady Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 

[Gives a Letter, 
Lord Town. Pray let's ſee. [ Reads, © 
The Inclos d, Madam, fell accidentally into my Hands; 


Fit no away concerns you, you will only have the trouble 


of reading this, from your fincere Friend and humble Ser- 
vant, Unknown, &C. | 

Lady Grace. And this was the inclos'd. [Giving another. 

Lord Town. [ Reads.) To Charles Manly, Ei; 

Your manner of living with me of late, convinces me, that 
1 now grow as painful to you, as to myſelf : but ho. 
ever, though you can lowe me no longer, I hope, you will 
not let me live worſe than I did, before I left an honeſt 
Income, for the vain * of being ever Yours, 


 Myrtilla Dupe. | 
P. S. Tir above four Menths laue Trectis/d a Shilling | 


am yOu. 


25 Lady Grace. What think you now! 8 


Lord Town. I am Inſidering 
Lady Grace. Vou ſee it's directed to . 
Lord Town. That's true! but the Polerip ſeems 
to be a Reproach, that I think he is not capable of de- 


Lady Grace. But who could have Concern enough, to 


ſend it to me? 


Lord Town. I have obſerved that theſe ſort of Leiters 
from unknown Friends, generally come from ſecret 


Enemies. 


Lady Grace. What would you have me do in it? 


Lord Town. What 1 think you ought to do— fairly 


ew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 


Lady Grace. Will not that have a voy odd Look, 
from me ? 


Lord Town. Not at all, if you aſe my Name in it: if 
he is innocent, his Impatience to appear ſo, will diſ- 


F j cover his Regard to you: If he is Guilty, it will be 


your beſt way of preventing his Addreſſes. 5 
Lady Grace. But what Pretence have I to put him out 


of Countenance? 


Lord Town. I can't think there's any fear of that. 
EE Lady 
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Lady Grace. Pray what is't you do think then ? 


Lord Town. Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
3 bable, this Letter may be ail an — than that he | is | 


in che leaſt concern'd in it 


Enter a 3 


8 Mr. Manly, my Lord | 
Lord Town. Do you receive him ; while I flep a Mi- 
nute in to my Lady. 155 [Exit Lord 8 


Enter Manly. 


| Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient ; they told me, | 


my Lord was here. 
Tady Grace. He will be here preſently : He i is but 7 
gone in to my Siſter. | 
Man. So! then my Lady dines with us. 
Lady Grace. No; ſhe is engag d. 
Man. I hope you are not of her 1 Madam ? 
Lady Grace, Not till after Dinner. 


Aan. And pray how may ſhe have diſpos'd of the reſt 


of the Day ? 


Lady Grace. Mr <> as uſual ! the has Viſits Hill about | 
eight; after that 'till Court time, the is to be at Qua- 
Cralle, at Mrs. Iale's: After the Drawing room, ſhe | 


takes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moonlight. And 
from ti.ence, they go together to my Lord Noble's Aſ. 
ſembly. 
Ian. And are you to do all this with her, Madam ? 
Lady Grace, Only a few of the Viſits; I would in- 
deed have drawn ker to the Play ; but I doubt we have 
ſo much upon our Hands, that it will not be practi- 
cable. 
Aan. But how can you forbear all the reſ of it? 
Lady Grace, There's no great Merit in n 
V hat one is not charm'd with. 


Man. And yet I have and that very 3 in my 


| i time. | 
Lady 8 How 45 you mean? 


Hes Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, in 


the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally better 
pleas'd when I was at quiet without em. 
I | ; Lady 


«. => 
— — 


ter 
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Lady Grace. What induc'd you, then, to be with 
them? DO” V 
Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 

Lady Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? . 
Man. To ſpeak honeſtly Ves being often in 


| the Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. 


Lady Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe ſometimes you 


were tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they 


were worth. 


Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes the 


Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are generally bub- 
bled, in thoſe ſort of Bargains, which 1 confeſs has 
been often my Caſe: For j had conſtantly ſome Co- 
quette, or other, upon my Hands, whom I could love 
perhaps juit enough, to put it in her Power to plague 
me. | e 5 5 
Lady Grace. And that's a Pow'r I doubt, commonly 
made uſe of. © 33 | 

Man. The Amours of a Coquette, Madam, ſeldom 


. | | have any other View! I look upon Them, and Prudes, 
to be Nufances, juſt alike; tho' they ſeem very diffe- 


rent: The firſt are always plaguing the Men; and the 
other are always abuſing the Women. pos 
Lady Grace. And yet both of them do it for the ſame 


pain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being Vir- 


— 5 

Man. Of being Chaſte, they mean; for they know no 
other Virtue: and, upon the Credit of that, they traf- 
fick in every thing elſe, that's Vicious: They (even 
againſt Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they 
find they have more Power to do Miſchief with it, than 
they could poſſibly put in practice without it. 

Lady Grace. Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſe- 


vere Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. 3 


Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: But, Madam, 
if both theſe Characters are ſo odious; how vaſtly valu- 
able is that Woman, who has attain'd all they aim at 


without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either? 


Lady Grace. I believe thoſe fort of Women to be 28 
ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch ; 
Er. „ 
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or that allowing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve 3 


them. 
| Max. That could deſerve them then — had been 
a more favourable Reflexion 
Lady Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Expe- 
rience: For (PIl be free with you, Mr. Mazh) 1. — t 


know a Man in the World, that, in Appearance, might 


better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than 
yourſelf: And yet [ have a Reaſon, in my Hand, here, 
to think you have your Failinge. 

Man. I have infinite, Madam; but I am ſure, the 
want of an implicit Reſpect for you, is not among the 
Number — pray what is in your Hand, Madam? 


Lady Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no Title to it; for the 
[ Gives him a Letter, 


Direction is to you. 
| Man. To me! 1 don” t remember the Hand 


Readi to himfelf. 


Lady Grace. I can't : perceive any change of Guilt in 
him! and his Surpriſe ſecms Natural! | 4/e.] 


Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. 


Manly; That I ſhould never have thewn you this, but 
that my Brother enjoin'd me to it. | 

Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good 
Opinion of me, Madam. 

Lady Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will land as an Excuſe 
for my taking this Liberty. 


Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing; Madam, 


that wanted an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give 
me an Inſtance to the contrary, by refuſing the Favour 
1 2m going to ask you. 

Lady Grace. I don't believe | thall refuſe ny. that 
; you think proper to ask. 


Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me fo far, as to 


Jet me know how this Leiter came into your Hands. 
Lady Grace. Inclos'd to me, in this without a Name. 


Aan. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Ma- 


dam 
Lady Grace. WIy—ckere i is an impertinent Ins- 


nuation in it: But as I know your good Senſe will thiuk 
it ſo too, I will venture to wolt you. 


| 5 | Man. | 


5 
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Man. You'll oblige me Madam. 
He takes the other Letter and reads. 
Lady Grace. [ Afide.] Now am I in the oddeſt Situa- 


59 


; tion ! methinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical! 
| This muſt produce ſomething :=—O lud ! would it 


pere over * 
Mar. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome Light i into | 

the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 
Lady Grace. I have no Notion of what could be = 


' poſed by it! 


Man. 4 little Patience, Madam 
the Inſinuation you mention 
Lady Grace. O!] what is he going to * now ! [ A4fide. 

Man. Tho' my Intimacy with my Lord may have 


—Firſt, 


as to 


allow'd my Viſits to have been very frequent here of 


late: Yet, in ſuch a talking Town as this, you muſt not 
wonder, if a great many of thoie Viſits are plac'd to 


— r Account: And this taken for granted, I ſuppoſe has 
n 


told to my Lady N rongbead, as a piece of News, 


} ince her Arrival, not 3 — * a 


inary Circumſtances. 


Lady Grace. My Lady — f 


Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this is Ado 


Hand! 


Lady Grace. What View could me have in writing it? 
Man. To interrupt any Treaty of Marriage, ſhe may 


| have heard I am engaged in: Becauſe if 1 die without 


Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my Eflate 
may return to them again. But, 1 hope, ſhe is fo far 
miſtaken, that if this Letter has given you the leaſt Un- 
cafineſs,  —1 ſhall think that the happieſt Moment of 


| my Life. 


Lady Grace. That does not carry your uſual Complai 


l fance, Mr. Manly. 


Man. Yes, 3 becauſe I am ſure I can convince. 


you of my Innocence. 


Lady Grace. I am ſure I have no right to inquire 
into it. | 


Man. e you may not, Madam; yet you my 
very innocently have ſo much Curiol:ty, 


Lady 
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Lady Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he teal; | 
into my Opinion? [ Afide.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend | 


to have ſo little of the Woman, in me, as to want Cy. 


riofity———But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myr. | | 


tilla is a real, or a fictitious Name? 


Man. Now I recollet, Madam, there js a young | 


Woman, in the Houſe, where my Lady Vrong beai 
lodges, that I heard ſomebody call Myrti/la : This Let- 
ter may be written by her —but how it came directed 


to me, I confeſs is a Myſtery ; that before I ever pre. 
ſame to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think myſelf oblig'd, | 
- [Going 


in Honour to find out. 98 
Lady Grace. Mr. Many you are not going ? 


Man. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be 


back in ten Minutes. | 
Lady Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 


Man. Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, till I fe: 


an end of this Affair! | 85 | 
Lady Grace. But this is ſo odd ! why ſhould any filly 
Curioſity of mine drive you away? ß 


Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; 

then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own Curiofity ——— | _ 
: . *: i 

-and now, what am [ to think | 
of all this? Or ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard | 
every Word we have ſaid to one another, what woull | 
they have thought on't? Would it have been ven] 
abſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclined to paſs the} 


| Lady Grace. Well 


reſt of his Life with me? J hope not for 
I am ſure, the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side ! and 


why may not I, without Vanity, ſuppoſe my———u | 
accountable ſomewhat: — has done as much Exec] 
why———becauſe he never told : 
 ſo——1ay, he has not ſo much as mentioned the-Wan 

Love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my Perſon ————|, 


tion upon him? 


well. but he has ſaid a thouſand to my good Op- 
nion, and has certainly got it———had he ſpoke firſt to 


my Perſon, he had paid a very ill Compliment to my] 


Underſtanding 


I ſhould have thought him Imper 


| tinent, and never have troubled my Head about hin; 


but as he has manag'd the matter, at leaſt I am ” 


no» ey @ 


deſiring her Ladyſhip to dine at home to-day— 
Which my Lady faid ſhe could not be ready; upon 


tradiction 
you wiſely amended one of my Faults as you call them 
ou inſiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade 
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of one thing; that let his Thoughts be what they will, 
1 ſhall never trouble my Head about any other Man, as 
long as I hve. | | 


Enter Mrs. Truſty. 


| Well, Mrs. Trufy, is my Siſter drefs'd yet ! 


Truſty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting 


ber ſo, I think, 'till they are both out of Humour. 


Lady Grace. How ſo ? : 
Truſty. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
upon 


that, my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, and 
then my Lady order'd the Coach; then my Lord took 
her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd the Coachman to 
ſet up: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and 
ſaid, ſhe would wait till his Lordſhip's Horſes had 


din'd, and was mighty pleaſant: But for fear of the 
worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper d me —— to get her Chair 
— e | 


Enter Lady Townly, Lord Townly following, 


Lady Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear 


itt no longer! nothing ſtill but about my Faults, my 


Faults ! an agreeable Subject truly! 5 
Lord Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear f 
them ; how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them ? 
Lady Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them——T 
can't mend them you know I have try'd to do it an 


hundred times, and—it hurts me {o—I can't bear it! 


Lord Town. And I, Madam, can't bear this daily 
licentious Abuſe of your Time and Character. 
Lady Town. Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing ! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better Company, than when I am 
doing what I have a mind to! But to fee this World! 
that Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Con- 
why but laſt Thur/aay now there 


and 


1 e os VVV | 
; Lady Grace. O! here they come; and, by their Looks, 
ſeem a little unfit for Company. 
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and pray, what was the Conſequence! was not I as 
| _ as the Devil, all the Night after? was not I forc'd 
t Company at home ! and was not it almoſt three 
bock! in the Morning, before, I was able to come to 
— again? and then the Fault is not mended neither, 
for next time, I ſhall only have twice the Incli- 
nation to go: ſo that all this mending, and mending, 


you ſee, is but dearning an old Ruffle, to make it worſe 
than it was before. 


Lord Town. Well, the manner of Womens "TY of | 


late, is inſupportable; and one way or other 


Lady Town. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe ! why ſo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one 
and when things are at worſt, you know, 


Time- 
they may mend themſelves! ha! ha! 


Lord Town. Madam, Jam not in a Humour, now, : 


to trifle. 


Lady Town. Why then, my 1 one Word of fair 5 


Argument — to talk with you, your own way now 


| You complain of my late Hours, and I of your early 


ones ſo far are we even, you'll allow but pray 
which gives us the beſt Figure in the Eye of the polite 
World ? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morning, or 
your dull, drowſy eleven at Night? Now, I think, One 
has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and t 'other of a 


plodding Mechanic, that goes to Bed betimes, that he 5 


may riſe early, to open his Shop !—F augh ! | 


Lord Town. Fy, fy, Madam ! is this your way of 


tis not 
our ill Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the 


Reaſoning ? *tis time to wake you then 


ill Company, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours. 


Lady Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 


Lord; what ill Company do I keep ? 


Lord Town. Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- 
ny, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are 
voluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will 


give them fair play at another. Then that unavoida- 
ble mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd T hieves, and 
Sharpers in Embroidery———— or what, to me, is ſtill 
more ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop- 
car'd Coxcombs, who 3 are ſo often like Monkeys, there 


would 


a — 
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would be no knowing them aſunder, but that their Tails 
| hang from their Head, and the — s grows where 

it ſhould do. 

| Lady Town. Anda Husband muſt give eminent Proof 

of his Senſe, that thinks their Powder-puffs dangerous. 

Lord Towns. Their being Fools, Madam, is not always 
the Husband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 
times, gives them — might — a thinking 
Woman tremble. 

Lady Town. What do you mean 

Lord Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe more tan 

they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little preſ- 

| ing, the Lady may be reduc'd to try if, inſtead of Gold, 

} the Gentleman will accept of a Trinket. 

Lady Tewn. My Lord you grow ſcurrilous; you'll 
make me hate you. III have you to know, I keep 


Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 
Lord Town. So are the Churches 


now and then. 


| Company with the politeſt People in Town, and the 


Lady Town. My Friends * them too, as well as 
te Aſſemblies. 


Lord Town. Yes, and monk do it aa. if a Clem = 
: of the Chambers there were allowed to furniſh Cards to 


| the Company. 


Lady Town. I fre what. you drive at all this while; 


| you would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover 


that were not expenſive. 
| Lord Town. Have a Care, a ; don't let me 
think you only value your Chaſtity, to make me re- 
proachable for not indulging you in every thing elle, 
that's vicious J, Madam, have a Reputation too, to 
guard, that's dear to me, as yours——— The Follies f 
 anungovern'd Wife may make the wiſeſt Man uneaſy; but 
tis his own Fault, if ever they make him contemptible. 
Lady Toxun. My Lord you would make a Woman 


| your own Ava ice! I might take ny Pleaſures, 1 find, 


mad! 
Lord Torn. You'd abs a Man a Fool. 


Lady Tawn. If Heav'n has made * nn, that 
won't be in my Power. 


Lord Town. Whatever my be in your Inclination, 
Madam; 
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Madam; [I'll prevent you making me a Beggar at leaſt. 


Lady Town, A Beggar Craſus / I'm out of Patience! 


I won't come home till four to-morrow Mornin 


Lord Town. That may be, Madam ; but Pl order : 


the Doors to be lock'd at twelve. 
— Town. Then 1 won't come home till to-morrow 


— Town. Then, Madam — mall never come 


hens again. [ Exit Lord Town, | © 
Lady Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuch | 


| a Word from him in my Life before! the Man alway 

us'd to have Manners in his worſt Humours ! there 

— that I don't ſee, at the Bottom of all this 

ut his Head's always upon ſome impracticable 

Scheme or other, ſo I won't trouble mine any longer 
_ him. Mr. Manly, your Servant. 


Enter Manly. 


Mar. I ask Pardon for my katruſion, Madam ; but! 
| hope my Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 


| Ra. Sir. 

Man. Will you give r me Leave, Madam * 

Lady Town. — have my Leave, tho' you 

were a Lady. 

— [Alde.] What a well bred Age e do ve lire in? 
[Exit Manly 


E nter Lady Gr: race. 


Lady Town. O! my dear Lady Grace! how could 
you leave me ſo unmercifully alone all this while? 

Lady Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you. 
Lady Town. Why yes 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here 
Lady Grace. Bleſs me ! for what? 


Lady Ten. Only our uſual Breakfaſt ; we have each | 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morne } 


ing! we have been charming Company 


Lady Grace. I am mighty glad of it ! ſure it muſt be 


a vaſt 8 when a Man and a Wife can give 
themſelves the ſame turn of Converſation ! 


Lady 


y Town. | believe you find him in the e nen 


and therefore I wanted you | 


$4 


— 


| fays he, ——aw | 


not thought of any other's being in the Room 
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Lady Town. O ! the prettieſt thing in the World! 


Lady Grace. Now | ſhould be afraid, that where two 
people are every Day together ſo, they 
| want of — 


mutt often be in 
to talk upon. 0 

Lady Town. O my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken 
in the World ! married People have things to talk of, 
Chi'd, that never enter into the Imagination of others. 
Why, here's my Lord and I now, we have not 


| been married above two ſhort Years, you know, and we 


have already eight or ten things conſtantly in Bank, that 
whenever we want Company, we can take up any one 
of them for two Hours together, and the Subject never 
the flatter; nay, if we have Occaſion for it, it will be 
3s freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt Hour it enter- 
—_—_ EY e 

Lady Grace. Certainly that muſt be vaſtly pretty. 

Lady Town. O! there's no Life like it! why t'other 


Day for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 
Y and I, after a pretty chearful 26 à tete Meal, fat us 


down by the fire-fide, in an eaſy indolent, pick-tooth 
Way, for about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had 


at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning — My Dear, 
you came home very late, lait 
Night Twas but juſt turn'd of Two, ſays [——1 
was in bed—aw——by Eleven, ſays he; ſo you are 


every my ſays I——Well, ſays he, I am amazed 


you can fit up ſo late How can you be amaz'd, ſays 
I, at a Thing that happens ſo often ?—— upon which 
we enter'd into a Converſation -and tho' this is a 
Point has entertain'd us above fifty times already, we al- 
ways find ſo many pretty new Things to ſay upon it, 


that I believe in my Soul, it will laſt as long as we live. 


Lady Grace. But pray! in ſuch fort of Family Dia- 


logues (tho extremely well for paſſing the Time) don't 
| there, now and 
| terneſs ? SE nr — FT. 
| Lady Town, O yes! which does not do amils at all? 

A ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the 


then, enter ſome little witty ſort of Bit- 


Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherbet; Ay, ay! if 


we did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a matri. 


monial 
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monial Society would be fo luſcious, that nothing bet 


an old liquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. 

Lady Grace. Well, certainly you have the mat 
elegant Taſte 

y Town. Tho' to tell you the Truth, my Dear, 10 

rather think we ſqueez d a little too much Lemon into 
it, this Bout; for it grew fo ſour at laſt, that think 

—1 almoſt told him, he was a Fool 


out of Doors. 
Lady Grace. O] have a care of that! 


Lady Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my on V 


wiſe Father for that 
Lady Grace. How ſo? 
Lady Town. Why 


up at Diſcretion. 

Lady Grace. How do you mean? 

Lady Town. He ſaid, the Wives of this Age were come 
to that paſs, that he would not defire even his own 


Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin-money ; ſo that my 
whole Train of ſeparate Inclinations are left entirely at 


the Mercy of an Husband's odd Humours. 

Lady Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make 
a Woman of Spirit look about her! 

Lady Town: Nay, but to be ſerious ; my Dear; ; what 
. you really have a Woman do in my Caſe? 
Lady Grace. Why) — if I had a ſober Huſband a 
vou have, I would make myſelf the happieſt Wife in 
the World by being as ſober as he. 


Lady Town. O! you wicked thing ! how can you teize 
one at this rate? when you know he 1 is ſo very ſober, 


| that (except giving me Money) there is not one thing 


in the World he can do to pleaſe me! And I at the ſame 
time, partly by Nature, and partly, perhaps, by keeping 


the beſt Company, do with my Soul love almoſt every 


thing he hates! I dote upon Aſſemblies! my Heart 
I expire! then 

| Hove Play to DiſtraQion ! Cards inchant me ! and Dice 
Pat me out of my little Wits ! Dear! dear Hazard 


bounds at a Ball; and at an Opera 


oh 


and be 
again —— talk d ſomething odly — me 


—when my good Lard 6 
open'd his honourable Trenches before me, my unac- | 
countable Papa, in whoſe — 1 chen was, — me 
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but rr of Spirits it »ives one! Do you never 


* 


STO 


y at Hazard, Chikd ? 
lady Grace. Oh ! never ! I don't think it ſits all « up- 


Honky ; there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much 
Air of a Rake in it! you ſee how it makes the Men 
and curſe ! and when a 0 oman is s thrown into the 
ane Paſſion why 
| Lady Town. That's very true ! one is a little put to it, 
_ not to make uſe of the fame Words to ex- 


15 Grace. wen and. upon il Luck, pray what | 
Words are you really fore d to make uſe of? 
Lady Town. Why upon a very hard Caſe, indeed, | 


FE Ba a fad wrong Word is riſing, juſt to one's Tongue's 


Ead, I give a great Gulp—— and ſwallow it 
Lady Grace. Well and is not that enough to 
make you forſwear play, as long as you live? 
Lady Town. O yes ! I have orſworn it. 

Lady Grace. Seriouſly ? 
Lady Town. Solemnly! a thouſand times; $ bot then | 
ne is conſtantly forſworn. 


Lady Grace. And how can you $0 8 | 
Lady Town. My Dear, what we ſay, when we are 1 


Loſers, we look upon to be no more binding than a Lo- 
vers Oath, or a Great Man's Promiſe. But I beg par- 
dn, child; I ſhould not lead you fo far into the World; 
u are a Prude, and deſign to live ſoberly. | 
| Lady Grace. Why, I confeſs my Nature, and my 
ucation do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 
Lady Town. Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for 
you don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, 
bw me inconceivable ! for you will marry, l ſuppoſe. 
Lady Grace. 1 can't tell but I may. 
Lady Toxvn. And won't you live in Town 
Lady Grace. Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 
„Lady Toru. My Stars! and you would really live in 
| Loder half the Year to be ſober in it? 
Lady Grace. Why not? HR 
Lady Tozun. Why can't you as well go, and be ſober 
in the Country ? 
Lady Grace. So 1 I would—t 'other half Vear. 


Ka 


ſhould be ſoberly. For I can't think it any Diſgra 
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Lady Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme 
Life would you form now, for your Summer and Wu 
ſober Entertainments? 

| Lady Grace. A Scheme, that I think * very xd ti 
content us. il 7 
Lady Town. O! of all things let's hear ir. but 1 
Lady Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my l Win: 
ſure Hours in Riding, in Reading, walking by a Cami, — 
or fitting at the End of it under a great Tree; in de duelad 
ſing, dining, chatting with an agreeable Friend, pe 13 
haps, hearing a little Muſic, taking a Diſh of Te 
or a Game of Cards, ſoberly! Managing my Famij, 
looking into its Accounts, playing with my Childra 12 
(if I had any) or in a thouſand other innocent Amuf. | 
ſoberly ! and poſſibly, by theſe mem Aid 0 


iy 


ments 
I might induce my Husband to be as ſober as m;, Sleepir 
ſelf N 


Lady Town. Well, my Dear, 3 art an aftoniſ 
Creature! For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Notion 
of Life, have not been in any Head theſe thouſand Year 
 —— Under a great Tree! O' my Soul! But I beg] 
we may have the ſober Town-ſcheme * * 
charm'd with the Country one! if 
Lady Grace. You ſhall, and ll try to flick tom Try 
Sobriety there too. ad 
Lady Toaun. Well, tho I'm ſure it will give me the 
 Vapours, I muſt hear it however. 
dy Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting 
Madam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, 
I would never be dreſs d out of it but fiill i 


to a Woman of my private Fortune, not to wear It 
Lace as fine as the Wedding-ſuit of a firſt Dutcheb.' 
| Tho! there is one Extravagance I * venture to come | 
up to. | 
Lady Town. Ay now for it- 
4 "9 Grace. I would every Day be as clean, * 
ride g 
Lady Town. | Why the Men ſay, that's a FEA step n 1 La 
be made one—— Well now you are auer le waſh 
ſee to what Purpoſe ? 


Lady Gras 
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Lady Grace. I would viſit—that is, my real Friends; 

but as Vile for Form as poſſible. I would go to 
Court; ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay, play at Qua- 
1 oderly: I would fee all the 2 Plays; and, 
* (becauſe tis the Faſhion) now and then an Opera 
= I would not Expire there, for fear I ſhould never 187 

b 1 

y 


And laſtly, I can't ſay, but for Curioſity, i 

lied my Company, I might be drawn in once to a Maſ- 
40 gene! And this, I think, is as far as any Woman 

en go——ſoberly. | 
＋ Lady Town. Well! if it had not been for that laſt | 
5 of Sobriety, I was Juſt going to call for ſome Sur- 
ld feit-water. 
Lady Grace. Why, don't you think, with the farther 
Aid of RM Dining, taking the Air, Supping, 

a 


Sleeping, not to 
and twenty Hours might roll over in a tolerable Man- 


muſe 
Dean, 
N. | 


Lady Town. Tolerable ? Deplorable ! Why, Child, 
Fall vou propoſe, is but to — Life, now I want to 
as OO by 


Enter Mrs. Trudy. 


. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. 8 
1 Ws Town. Have the Footmen their white F lambeaux 
- 4 13 For Jaſt Night I was poiſon d. 
Iruf. Yes, Madam : there were ſome come in this 
ating g. | [Exit Truſty. 
| Lady Town, My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
gill i know my Time is ſo precious 
Lady Grace. That I beg 1 m4 not hinder your ea 
ent of it. 
| Lady Town. You will call on me at Lady Rue? 
cu Lady Grace. Certainly. 
Lady Toaun. But J am fo afraid it will break i into your 
e, my Dear ! | 
Lady Grace. When it does, I will——foberly break 
g eu. 
tep * Lady 7 1 aavn. Why * till we meet again, * Siſter, 
7 beth! " yu all tolerable Happineſs. [Exit Lady Town. 


Grat Lady Grace, 


y a Word of Devotion, the four 
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Lady Grace. There ſhe goes—Daſh! into her upoi 


of Pleaſures! poor Woman! ſhe is really a fine that 
ture ! and ſometimes infinitely agreeable ! nay, take Ve 


out of the madneſs of this Town, rational in her * 
tions, and eaſy to live with: But ſhe is ſo borne * 
by this Torrent of Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks fo 
Hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at br! 
— 4 of it. What it will end in, I tremble toi 
Ha! my Brother, and Manly with hi 8 
— what they — been talking of I ſhall Mal 
it 2 my Turn, I pens but it won't become me 7 
inquiſitive. I Exit Lady AG 
| Enter Lord Oy. and oy 3 App 


Man. No, my Lad, you miſtake me, had the 
| 1 the * * T had never come at i 
4 
Lord Town. Why I thought you faid the Gin u 
this Letter to you, and that my Lady Wronghead ſent i 


inclos'd to my Siſter ? | - 
Man. If you pleaſe to give me Leave, my 1058 — herf 
the Fact is thus This inclos'd Letter to Lady Wh, 
was a real Original one, written by this Girl, wi 
Count we have been talking of: The Count dropy. Cha 
and my Lady Wronghead ru. oy it: Then only | 


the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a Letter of Buſinehs, | 


written by herſelf, to me: And pretending to ben 7 
_ gets chis innocent Girl to write the Direia , 
r her 
Lord Toren. Oh! then the Girl did not know them wen 
ſuperſeribing a Billet-doux of her own to you? wg 
Man. No, my Lord ; for when I firſt. ueſtion dx 
about the Direction, me own'd it — 4 1 
. when I ſhew'd her that her Letter to the Count 


within it, and told her how it came into my 


the poor Creature was amaz'd and — her 
betray d both by the Count and my Lady 
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this Diſcovery the Girl and I ſo gracious, 
> ng has let me into ſome Tranſactions, in my Lady 
Ilronghead's Family, which, with my having a careful 
Eye over them, may prevent the Ruin of it. | 
Lord Town. You are very generous to be fo ſolicitous 
for a Lady that has given you ſo much Uneaſineſs. 

Man. But I will he moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her : 
for I will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the World 
——againft her Will. | OT 

Lord Town. What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou 
Maſter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 

Man. Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one 
Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure than your 


Approbation of it. 


l aſſure you, we have both ſucceeded—— 
. firmly your—— _ . 
+ 3 Maz. Impoſſible ! you flatter me ! 


Lord Town. Dear Charles ! my Heart's impatient, 


al itil thou art nearer to me: And as a Proof that I have 
long wiſh'd thee ſo: While your daily Conduct has 


choſen rather to deſerve than ask my Siſter's Favour; 1 
have been as ſecretly induſtrious to make her ſenſible of 
your Merit: And ſince on this Occaſion you have open'd 
your whole Heart to me, tis now with equal Pleaſure, 
——ſhe is as 


Lord Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery : But he 


] herſelf ſhall prove it none: She dines with us alone : 


When the Servants are withdrawn, I'll open a Converſa- 


J tion, that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together——O ! 
J Charts! had I, like thee, been cautious in my Choice, 
what melancholy Hours had this Heart avoided! 


Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord—— 
Lord Town. But 'twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my 
Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 


do me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy in it: 


Your Harmony of Life will be an Inftance how much 
the Choice of Temper is preferable to Beauty. 


While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, 
You'll reach by Virtue what I loft by Love, i 
8 VVV {[Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT w. SCENE IU 
SC E N E, Mrs. Motherly” s Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. 


Moth. OO, Niece ! where is it — you can have _ 1 


theſe fix Hours ? 


Myr. O! Madam! 1 have ſuch a terrible Story to tell 


you! 


about? is it ſafe? is it good ? 1s it Security ? 


Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe: But for its Goodneſs — | 
Mercy on us ! I have been 1 in a fair way to be hang} 


about it? 


Moth. A Story ! Ods my Life! What have you do 
with the Count's Note of five hundred Pound, I ſent yu 


Moth. The dickens ! has the Rogue of a Count play 


us another Trick then ? 

Mr. You ſhall hear, Madam ; when I came to Mr, | 
Caſh, the Banker's, and ſhewed him his Note for five 
hundred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in 
two Months he look'd earneſtly upon it, and deſired 


me to ſtep into the Inner Room, while he examin'd bs 


Books——after J had ftaid about ten Minutes, he came 


in to me——claps to the Door, and charges me with 


Conſtable for Forgery. 
Moth. Ah poor Soul! and how didf thou get off? 


Mr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, | 
begg ed him to have a little Patience, till I could fend | 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman df 


Worth and Honour, and who, I was ſure, would con- 
vince him, whatever Fraud might be in the Note, 1 : 
I was myſelf an innocent abus d Woman 

and as good Luck would have it, in leſs than half 2 an 


Hour Mr, Man! » came———ſo, without mincing the | 


Matter, 


— a 
_ 
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Matter, I fairly told him upon what Deſign the Count 
had lodg'd that Note in your Hands, and in ſhort, laid 
open the whole Scheme he had drawn us into, to make 


our Fortune. 3 
Moth. The Devil you did! 1 3 
Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I could 


any otherways make Mr. Manly my Friend, to help me 
oat of the Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made 
Mr. Caſb eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable; nay far. 
ther he promis'd me, if I would truſt the Note in his 


Hands, he would take care it ſhould be fully paid be- 
fore it was due, and at the ſame time would give me 


an ample Revenge upon the Count; ſo that all you 
have to conſider now, Madam, is, whether you 


think yourſelf ſafer in the Count's Hands, or Mr. 
Manly's. REL 5 . 5 . Y x ; 5 
Meth. Nay, nay, Child; there is no choice in the 
matter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any 
thing in our Power can make him fo. 


Wr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Mat- 
ters at home here? What has the Count done with the 
n 535 555 * 


Moth. Why every thing he has a mind to do, by this 


ume, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with Miſs, as 
he is with my Lady. | N oY 


Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? Fe 
Moth. Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the 


well-bred Count along with them: They have been 


ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine things 


| and new Clothes from Morning to Night: They 
| have made one Voyage already, and have brought home 
ſuch a Cargo of Bawbles and Trumpery —— Mercy on 


the poor Man that's to pay for them 700 
Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them! 
Moth. No, no; Miſs ſaid, truly he would but diſgrace 
_ Party: ſo they even left him aſleep by the Kitchen 
Myr. Has not he asked after me all this while? For 1 
had a fort of an Aſſignation with him. 
| Moth, O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about 
it, At laſt his e grew ſo — that 
| he 
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he fairly fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, I ſent one of 
the Maids and Fohn Moody road with him to ſhew 
him the Lions, and the — Ods me 
there he is, juſt come home a you may have 
e even turn you toge 


Enter Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Myreilla, where han 


yow been aw this Day, forſooth ? 


vou pray ? 

Sgqu. Rich. Why, when I fun' at yow were no loikly 
to come whoam, I were ready to hong my Sel 

Fohn Moody, and I, and one o' your Laſſes have been 

Lord knows where a ſeeing o' the Soights. 
Myr. Well and pray what hw you ſeen, Sir? 

gau. Rich. Fleſh! I cawnt tell, not I ſeen every 

ting I think. Firſt there we went o' top o' the what 


dye call it? there, the great huge ſtone Poſt, up the 

| — and rawnd Stairs, that — 2 and twine abou | 
juſt an as thof it was a Cork Scrum. | 
Ir. O, the Monument! well, and was it not a fine | 


5 Sight from the Top of it? 

u. Rich. Sight, Miſs ! I know no 1 ſaw nowght 
| but Smoak and brick Houſen, and Steeple Tops 
then there was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, and 


Rumbling of Carts and Coaches, and then the Folks 


under one look d fo ſmall, and made ſuch a Hum, and 


a Buz, it put me in mind of my Mother's great glaſs | 


Bee-hive in our Garden in the Country, 


Myr. 1 think, Maſter, you give a very good Ac- | 


count of it. 


Squ. Rich. Ay ! but 1 did no' like it: for my Head— | 
ſo I trundled me dawn 


my Head—began to turn 
Stairs agen like a round Trencher. 


the. Wall? but this was not all you faw, I fp | 


| pole ? 
the Lions, and 1 lik'd them better by hawlf; they 


wk your gram Devi hoh, hoh ! I touke a Stick, and 


gave 


* if you go to that, Squire, where have | 


f | 


Squ. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and faw 


C- 


* A 


8 S 


Heart e'nt awt o' this Room. 


K F IE 8 7 
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one of them ſuch a Poke o' the Noaſe I be- 

ve he would ha ſnapt my Head off, an he could ha? 
t me. Hoh! hoh! hoh 
Myr. Well, Maſter, when you and 1 go ITY 1 
ſhew you prettier Sights than theſe———there's a Maſ- 
querade to-morrow. - 

Squ. Rich. O Laud ! ay! they fay that's a pure thing 
for Merry Andrews, and thoſe fort of comical Mum- 


mers——and the Count tells me, that there Lads and - 
| Lifles may jig their Tails, and eat, and drink, with- 
| out grudging, all Night-lung. 


Myr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you 


4 Ticket, and go along with you? 


Squ. Rich. Ah dear! 
Myr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies there 
are terribly tempting ; look well to your Heart, or Ads 


me! they'll whip it up in the Trip of a Minute. 


Squ. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa——ſoa let um 
look to themſelves, an ony of um falls in love with. 


| me—mayhap they had as good be quiet. 


Myr. Why ſure "you would not refuſe a fine Lay. 


would you? 


Squ. Rich. Ay, but I would tho? unleſs i it were——one 


| at I know of. 


Myr. Oh ! oh! then 0 have left your Heart i in the 
88 [ ind? 
Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart——eh 


my 


Myr. 1 am glad you have it about you, however. 
Squ. Rich. Nay, mayhap not ſoa noather, ſomebody 


elle may have it, at you little think of. 
Mr. I can't imagine what you mean 


Squ. Rich. Noa why doan't you know how many 


Folks there is in this Room, naw? _. 


Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you hve learnt the 


| Town Gallantry already. 


Squ. Rich. Why doan't you believe at [ have a Kind- 


| neſs for you then? 


Myr. Fy! fy! Maſter, how you talk! desde you ue 


too young to * of a Wife. 


D 2 qu. Rich. 
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Squ. Rich. Ay ! but I caunt help thinking o' yow, 


for all that. 


Myr. How ! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think 


of me in a diſhonourable way? 
TIRES u. Rich. low, Oats © you foo and did no* 
think,” at you would ha? thowght of me for a Husband, 
mayhap; unleſs I had Means, in my own Hands; and 
Feyther allows me but half a Crown a Week, as yeta 
while- 


—— will make me refuſe them. 
Squ. Rich. Well, that's juſt my mind now; for an 
T like a Girl, Miſs, I wonld take her in her Smuck. 


Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of Ho- | 


nour: This ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in you. 


Squ. Rich. Ay, and a true heart you'll find me; try 


when you will. 


Mr. Huſh! huſh ! here's your Papa come home, and | 
1 Aunt with him. = 
Squ. Rich. A Devil rive em, what do they come naw 1 


| for ? 


mall "lee what PII ſay to you. 
Squ. Rich. Well, hands upon't en 
Myr. There—— 


56h Rich. One Buſs, and a 3b 3 72 ber. | 
Ads wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pud- 
ding. Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter Sir Francis Wronghead and Mrs. Motherly. 


Sir Fran. What! my Wife and Daughter abroad, fay 


vou? 

Meth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day lon 7 they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort 
Dinner, and fo went out again. 


Sir Fran. Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay Supper for em 5 
can tell em that: For Ods- heart! I have had nothing! in 


me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morning. 


Moth. L am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours | 


won't agree with you. 


Myr. Oh! when I like any Body, 'tis not want 1 


Myr. when you and I get to the Maſquerade, you | 


wy 


 2ealous, that for the good of their Country- 


after a Seflion, and ſo belov'd 
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Sir Fran, Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
right with us Country Gentlemen ; to loſe one Meal 
out of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach. 


Moth. It is ſo indeed, Sir. 
Sir Fran. But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 


© atis.. het wit we feller bs for the Cucd of ave 


Country— 
Meth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething. 
Sir Fran. Oh! there's a great deal to be ſaid for't 


' the Good of ones Country is above all Thing——A 


true hearted Ezg/;/bman thinks nothing too much for it 
I have — of ſome honeſt Gentlemen ſo very 
they 


would ſometimes go to Dinner at Midnight, 
Meth. O! the Goodneſs of em! ſure their County 


| muſt have a vaſt Eſteem for them? 


Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly ; they are ſo 
reſpected when they come home to their Boroughs, 
——that their Coun- 
try will come and dine with them RAP Day in the 


Week. 


=_ Dear me! What a fine thing * tis to be ſo * | 
ns 7 | 
Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I can 
aſſure you you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Motherly. 
Moth. O dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd to Compli- 


| ment. 


Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value Peo- 


ple of Conſequence. 


Moth. Good lack! here's Company, Sir; will you 


give me leave to get you a little ſomething till the Ladies 


came home, Sir ? 

= Fran. Why troth, 1 don t think it would be 

Amiis | | 
Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exit, 


Enter Manly. 


| Man. Sir Frans, your Servant. 


Sir Fran. Couſin Manly. | 
Man. I am come to fe how the Family goes on here. 


D 3 Sir 
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Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have been 


— the un ever ſince Eight o'clock this Morn- | | 


. By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe you 


have been making your Court to ſome of the Great 


Men. 
Sir Fran. Why, Faith ! you have hit it, Sir 
I was advis'd to loſe no Time: So I een went fraight 


282 to one great Man I had never ſeen in my Life | tt 
| Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs : But who had 


you got to introduce you ? 


Sir Fran. Why, no Body——I remember d I had | 
heard a wiſe Man fay—My ow be bold—ſfo troth! I | 


introduc'd myſelf. 
Man. As how 


Sir Fran. 


pray? 


y, thus 


per-Hall, and Member of Parliament for the Borough 
of Guzz/edown——Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 
Lord ; thof I have not the Honour to know your Per- 


| ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt.Gentleman, and 


I am glad you Borough has made choice of ſo worthy 
a Repreſentative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have 


| you any Service to command me? Naw, Couſin | thoſe | 


laſt Words, you may be ſure gave me no ſmall Encou- 
ragement. Aud thof I know, Sir, you have no extra- 


ordinary Opinion of my Parts, yet [I believe, you won't | 


fay I miſt it naw! 
"Max. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. 


"Sie Fra. So when I found him fo courtcous * 
My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled your | 


Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit: but ſince 
Four Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon Ceremony 


by truly, ſays I, I think naw is INE 7 > 5 1 


ther Time. 
Man. Right! there you puſh'd him home. 


Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſee that 1 ; 2 


was none of your mealy-mouth'd ones. 


Man. Very good! 


Look ye———Pleaſe your . 
| Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bun- 


Si Fras. So, in ſhort my Lord, fays I, I have a 
| good Eftate—but—a—it's a little awt at Elbows : and 


| ſhall be very willing to accept of a Place at Court. 


| well! but what ad my Lord to all this? 


„n 


„ 


I Coukin, 
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2s I defire to ſerve my King, as well as my Coun 


Man. So, this was m_—_ ſhort Work on wt. 
Sir Fran. I'cod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin: Some 


of your Hawlf-witted Ones naw, would ha' humm'd and 


Law'd, and dangled a Month or two after him, before 


they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, and may- 
| hap, not ha? got it at laſt neither. 85 
Man. Oh! I'm you're ſo ſure on't— 5 

| Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin — Sir Francis, 
| fays my Lord, pray what fort of a Place, may you ha 
turn'd your Thoughts upon? My Lord, ſays I, Beggars 
muſt not be Chuſers; but ony Place, ſays I, about a 
thouſand a Year, will be well enough to be doing with 
till ſomething better falls in for I thowght it would 
not look well to ſtond haggling with him at fiſt, 


— 


Man. No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Faoting any 


way, 


ir Fran. Right! there's it! ay Couſin, I fee you 


know the World! 


Man. Ves, yes, one ſees more of it every Day — 


Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, 1 ſhall be glad to ferve 


1 you any way, that lies in my Power ;-ſo.he gave me a 


Squeeze by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give yourſelf 


| no Trouble- PII do your Buſineſs; with that he 


turn'd him abawt to ſome-body with a coloured Ribbon a 


| croſs here, that look d in my Thowghts, as if he came 
I for Place too. | N 


Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are t 1 
your Fortune! | e 


Sir Fran. Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of 
- i or? 5 


Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt Doubt about 3 | 


| for juſt as you have done, I made my Fortune ten Years | 


Sir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a Place, 
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Mar. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin, But 
you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For [I ſuppoſe | 
5 has heard of what Importance you were in the 

te to-day——— You have been ſince down at che | 


Houſe, I preſume! 
Bir Fran. O yes! I would not negle&t the Houſe, for 
ever ſo much. 
Man. Well, and pray what have they done there ? 
Sir Fran. Why, troth! I can't well tell you, what 
they have done, but I can tell you what I did: and I 


think pretty well in the main ; — I happen d to make © 


a little Miſtake at laſt, indeed. 
Man. How was that? | | 
Sir Frar. Why, they were all got there, into a for 


of a puzaling Debate, about the good of the Nation 


but in 


Sand I were always for that, you know 
ſhort, the Ar rgu 
that, waunds! I did no well underfland um: Haw- 
ſomever, I was convinc'd, and fo refolv'd to vote right, 


according to my Conſcience——fo when they came to | 
| don't know haw | 


but I doubt I cry'd Ay when 1 ſhould ha 


put the Queſtion, as they call it, - 
'twas- 
cryd No! 
Man. How came that about ? 9 
Sir Fran. Why, by a Miſtake, as I tell you- 


for there was a good-humour'd ſort of a Gentleman, one 


Mr. Tother fiat | think they call him, that fat next me, 
as ſoon as | had cry'd Ay! gives me a hearty ſhake by 
= Hand ! Sir, ſays he, you are a Man of Honour, and 
a true Englibman | and d 
acquainted with you——and ſo with that, he takes me 
by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd into the Lobby 
—ſo, I knew nowght- but Ods-flcſh ! I was got 
o'the wrung fide the Poſt for I were told, afterwards, 
| I ſhould have ſtaid where I was. 


Man. And ſo, if you had not quite made your For- 
tune before, you have clench'd it now —— thou 


Head of the Wrongheads. „„ 

Sir Fran. Odſo ] here's my Lady come home at laſt 

L hope, Couſin, you will be ſo kind, as to take 
a Family Supper with us? 

Man, 


ments were ſo long-winded ol both ſides, | 


ſhould be proud to be better 
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| | in our new Coach all Day long— 
I bought an Ocean of Fug Things. And to-morrow 
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Man. Another time, Sir Francis 3 but to-night, lam 


engaged! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Mi 7 jenny, and Count Baſſet, 


Lady Wrong. Couſin ! your Servant; I hope you will 
— my Rudeneſs: But we have really been in ſuch a 
continual Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure 
Moment to return your laſt Viſit. | 

Man. O Madam ! I am a Man of no Ceremony ; z you 
ſee that has not hinder'd my coming again. 

Lady Wrong. You are infinitely oblaging: but PI re- 


deem my Credit with you. 


Man. At your own time, Madam. 


Count Ba/. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manh, POW ; 
if making People eaſy is the Rule of Good-Breeding, he 


is certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World. 
Man. Soh ! I am not to drop my Acquaintance, I 


| ind [ Aſide.] I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow vain upon 


your good Opinion. 
Count Baſ. I don't know thas, Sir; but 1 am ſure, 


| what you are pleas'd to ſay, makes me lo. 


Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I met 


with. I. 


Lady Wrong, Lard how ready his Wit is? I[Alide. 
Sir Fran t you think, * the Count — 


| | a very fine Gentleman ? | | | 


Man. O! among the Ladies, certainly. 

Sir Fran, And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: 
Waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. 

Man. Will he fo? "Why chen, Sir, take 
care of your Citadel. 
Sir Fran. Ah! you are a Wag , Couſin. is 
Man. I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues to | 


Apart. 


| agree with you ? 


Jenny. O] perfectly well, Sir! We 1 been abroad 
and we have 


we go to the Maſquerade ! and on Friday to the Play! 


and on Saturday to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are 
do de at * what - d' ye call | JPA and fee the 


5 Ladies 
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Ladies play at Quadrille, and Picquet and Ombre, and 


Hazard! and Baſſet And on Monday, we are to ſee the | 


King! and ſo on Tae/day 


Lady Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not let 


your Tongue run fo faſt, Child you forget 
— I broughe you hither to learn Modeſty. ade 


Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is improv'd with a Vengeance | 


AA. 
enny. Lawrd! Mama, I am fare I did not ſay any 


Harm ! and if one muſt not ſpeak in ones Turn, one 
— be kept under as long as one lives, for ought | 


Lady Vong. O' my Conſcience, this Girl grows ſo 


Headſtrong 


Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Spirit | 


for you ! Now tack it dawn, an' you can. 


Sup. All J faid, Papa, was only to entertain my 


' Couſin Manly. 


Max. My pretty Dear, F am mightily oblig'd to you | 


Jenny. Look you there now, Madam. 
Lady Wrong. Hold your Tongue, I fay. 


Jenny. [Turning away and glewting. | I declare it, I 
won't bear it: fie is always ſnubbing me before you, 


Sir ! 


| Count Baf. Huſh ? hufh, my Dear! don't be uneaſy 
g at that! ſhe'll ſupe& us. [ fide. 
Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care 1 don't 


know why ſhe does it, well enough 


| know, but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpect, as Ss 1 


_ tho” perhaps Pm not ſo afraid of her. 


Count Baf. I Abb.] if I don't keep a tight 
pen run away with my Pro. 1 


Hand on my Tit, here, 
ect before I can bring it to bear. 


Lady Wrong. [ 4fde.] Ferpetually hanging upon him! | 


The young Harlot is certainly in love with him; but ! 
muſt not let them ſee I think ſo and yet I can't bear 


it: Upcn my Life, Count, you'll fpoil that forward 


Sul 


yon ſhould not encourage her fo. 
| her to obſerve what your Ladyſhip faid to her. 


Mas | 
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<< 


[ Afide to the Count. 


. 


Count Baſ Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing | 


— #7 «- XY 


bs | 


| we may loſe her. 


| with the Girl, and don't mind me. 


Angel. 
Lady Wrong | Fenn! come hither, Child you 


Man. Yes, truly, her Obſervations have been ſome- 


thing particular. 1 


Count Ba/. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a) 
ſealouſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd to 
encourage her, to blind it; twill be 803 5 o 


| take no notice of her Behaviour to me. 


Lady Frong. You are right, I will be more } 


| cautious. . 


Count Ba/. To-morrow at the Maſquerade, 


Lady Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll ſend ' - 
you a Note, and ſettle that Affair go on | | 


Count Baſ. 1 have been raking your Part, my little 


muſt — de © ſo haſty, * Dear—.—1 only adviſe you for 


. Mama; bat when I am told of a thing 
| before Company, it always makes me worſe, you 


know. 


Man. If I have any kill in the fair Sex; Miſs, and 


her Mama, have only quarrel'd, becauſe they are both 


| of a Mind. This 2 Count ſeems to have made 
a very genteel Step into the Family. [ fade. 


Enter Myrtilla. [Manly ta/ks apart with ber.] 


Lady Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what News have 
| you brought us from We eftminſter, to-day ? 


Sir Fran. News, Madam ? Þ'cod ! I have ſome 


aud ſuch as does not come every Day, I can tell you 
| —a word in your Ear 
| Place at Court of a thouſand Pawnd a Year already. 


I have got a Promiſe of a 


Lady Wrong. Have you ſo, Sir? And pray who may 


you thank for't ? Now ! who's in the right? Is not this 


better than throwing ſo much away, after a ſtinking 
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Reg 


Pack of Fox-hounds, in the Country? Now | your Fa 5 | 


| mily may be the better for it! 


Sir Fran, Nay ! that's what * me to come 
up, my Dove. 8 


1. 
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Lady Wrong. Mighty well come let me have 


another hundred Pound then. 


Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds ! you have had 
one avs 


my Deas? - 
Lady Wrong. What's become of it? why Il ſhew 


you, my Laye | Jenny] have you the Bills about you ? 
Ves, Mama. 


Lady Wrong. What's become of it ? why laid out, my | 
Dear, with fifry more to it, that I was forc'd to borrow = 


of the Count here. 


enny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would * do 


3 here's th' Account. 
Sir Fran. [Turning over the Bills.) Let's ſee ! let's fee! 
what the Devil have we got here? | 
Man. Then you have ſounded your Aunt you * 
ſay, and ſhe readily comes into all 1 propos d | 
to you?) | 
Myr. Sir,' Pll anſwer, with my Life, the is 
* thankfully yours in evecy Article: She 


deſires to fee you, Sir. & 7 Apart. | 


Mas. I am going home, direQly : Bring |. 

her to my Houſe in half an Hour; 2 if ſhe 
makes good what you tell me, you ſhall both 
| find your Account in itt. 1 : 
Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. | 


8 


Sir Frau. Ods-life? Madam, here's nothing but Toys 1 
and Trinkets, and Fans, and Clock-Stockings, by whole- 


ale. | 


Lady Wreng. There's nothing but what's proper 
65 Credit, Sir Francis—— Nay, you | am - 


good a Houſewife, that in — myſelf, [ have l 


icarce laid out a Shilling. 


Sir Frau. No, by my troth, ſo & foe; for the 


Devil & one thing's here, that 1 can ſee you have any 
occaſion for 


Lady Wrong. My Dear! do you think I came hither 
to 2 out of the Faſhion ? why, the greateſt D iſtinction 


ol a fine Lady in this Town is in the variety 1 pretty 1 


'* mY * ſhe has go Occaſion . 


red this Morning, pray what's become of that, 


Jenn. » | 


, ; And Pound a Vear this Morning 
_ | - thinks you might conſider, Sir. 
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Jenny, Sure, Papa, could you imagine, that Women 
of Quality wanted nothing but * and Petticoats: 
Lady #'rong. Now, that is ſo like him | 
Man. So! the Family comes on finely. IA. 
Lady Wrong. Lard, if Men were always to govern, 


what Dowdies would they reduce their Wives to ! 
Sir Fran. An hundred Pound in the Morning, and 


| want another afore Night! Waunds and Fire! the Lord 


Mayor of London could not hold it at this rate: | 
Man. O! do you feel it, Sir ? | [ Afrde. 
Lady Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem uneaſy; let me have 


the hundred Pound, and compoſe yourſelf. 


Sir Fran. Compoſe the Devil, Madam! why, do you 


| conſider what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a 
| Year? 


Lady Hr eng- My Life, if I account with you from 


one Day to another, that's really all my Head is able 


to bear at a time But III tell you what I conſider 
I conſider that my Advice has — you a thou- 


"That now me- 


Sir Fran. A thouſand a Year ? Wounds, Madam, but 


— have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! 


Jou. 


Man. Nor ever will, Pll anſwer for him. [ſie 
Enter Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. Feyther, an you doan't come uickly, 
the Meat will be coaP'd : and Pd fain pick a bit with 


Lady Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis!“ you are not go- 


ing to ſup by yourſelf! 


Sir Fran. No, but I'm going to dine by myſelf, and 
that's pretty near the Matter, Madam. 
Lady Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, my 


Dear F we ſhall all eat in half an Hour; and I was think. 
| * ask my Couſin Manly to take a Family Morſel 

wh ws. 
Sir Fran. Nay, for my Coufin's good Company, = 
| don't care if I ride a Day's Journey without Baiting. 


Man. By no means, Sir Francis, I am going upon a 


Sir 


| litle Buſineſs, 
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Sir Fran. Well, Sir, I know you don t love Compl · 
ments. 
Man. You'll excuſe me, 6 


Lady * Since you have Buſineſs, —ͤ— 
[Exir OP 


Enter Mrs. Motherly. 
©, Mrs. Motherly ! you were faying this Morning, you 


| had ſome very fine Lace to ſhew me——can't | ſeeit | 


now? {Sir Francis fares. 
Moth. Why, really Madam, I had made a fort ofa 

Promiſe to let the Counteſs of Nicely have the firſt Sight 

of it for the Birth-day : But your Ladyſhip— — _ 
Lady Wrong. O! I die if I don't foe it before her. 
Squ. Rich. Woan't you goa, .Feyther ? 


Sir Fran. Waunds ! Lad, I tall ha' noa © Apart. 


Stomach at this Rate ! 
Moth. Well, Madam, though I fay it, s the ſweeteſt 


| Pattern that ever came over——and for DINER — [| 


no Cobweb comes up to it 
Sir Fran. Ods Guts and Gizard, Madam! Lats as 


fine as a Cobweb! why, what the Devil's that to coſt 


now ? 

_ Moth. Nay, Sir Francis does not like of it, Ma- 
dam 
Lady Wrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Matterhy, he is 
not to wear it. 

Sir Fraz. Fleſh, Madam, but 1 ſuppoſe I am to pay 
for it. 


Lady Wrong. No doubt on't ! Think of your thouſand 


a Year, and who got it you, go! eat your Dinner, and 
de thankful, go. 
Mrs. Motherly. 

IE rxit Lady Wronghead avith Mrs. Motherly. 
Sir Fran. Very fine! fo here I mun faſt, till I am 
_ almoſt famiſh'd for the Good of my Country; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a Day in 


Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fami- 1 


ly! Ods-fleſh ! things had need go well at this rate! 
* Rich, Nay, nay — come, Feyther. 
[Exit Sir Francis. 
Enter 


[Driving him to the Door.) Come, | 
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Enter Mrs. Motherly. | 


Meth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come and afſiſt her — in ſome of the 


new Laces. 


Count Ba. We'll wait upon her | | 
[Exit Mrs. Motherly. | 
Jenny. So ! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 


| bear to leave us together. 


Count Ba/. No matter, my thaw: You know ſhe has 


| the Maſquerade. And then! 
| Huband! ay, Marry, &c. Es [Exit fnging, . 


ask'd me to ſtay Supper: So, when your Papa and ſhe 


are a-bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe 


again; then you may ſteal into her Chamber, and * 


have a pretty Sneaker of Punch together. 


Mr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any 


, i Well! that will be pure! 
Count Ba/. But you had beſt go to her alone, my - 


| Life: it will look better if I come after you. 


Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: And to-morrow you know at 
-hey! OB, Pl] have a 


Myr. So, Sir ! am not I very commode to you? 
Count Ba/. Well, Child! and don't you find your 
Account in it? did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe 
to one another? 
/ Myr. Well, but how ſtande your Affair with MiG, in 
the main? 


| Count Ba/. O ſhe's mad for the Maſquerade! it drives 
| like a Nail, we want nothing now but a Parſon, to 


1 


| a ſhort Warning? 


clinch it. Did not your Aunt fay ſhe could get one — 


Mr. Yes, yes, my Lord 7 — Chaplain is her 
Couſin you know ; he'll do your Bulineſs and mine, at 
the ſame time. | 
 _ Baſ. O it's true! but where ſhall we appoint 
im? | 
Myr. Why, you know my Lady T ownly's Houſe is al- 


1 ways open to the Maſques upon a 2 * 
1 they go to the Hay-market, | 


Count Ba/. Good. 


Myr ' 


"TI: 
— . 
1 
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Myr. Now the Doctor purpoſes, we ſhould all come 
| thither i 1n our Habits, ans when the Rooms are full, 'we 
may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there 
crack——he'll give us all Canonical Commiſſion to 80 


to- bed together. 
Count Ba/. Admirable ! Well, the Devil fetch me, if 


1 ſhall not be heartily glad to fee thee well ſettled, 
"Clad. -- 
Mr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 


| his Arm at the ſame time, if 1 ſhall not think myſelf | 


oblig'd to you, as long as [ live. 


Count B/ One Kiſs for old 1 ſake | 


Pgad I ſhall want to be buſy again ! 
Myr. O you'll have one i 
ployment : But I muſt run to my Squire. 


Count B/. And I to the Ladies———ſo your humble 


Servant, ſweet Mrs. Wronghead. 

yr. Yours, as in Duty bound, moſt noble Count 
Baſjet. [Exit Myr. 
Count Ba Why ay! Count! That Title has been 
of ſome Uſe to me indeed ! not that I have any more 


Pretence to it, than I have to a blue Ribband. Yet, 14 


have made a pretty conſiderable Fi 'gure in Life with it: 
I have lolPd in my own Chariot, 


But 


with the firſt Women of Quality 
mutantur 
have left me out of their laſt Secret, I am reduced to 
trade upon my own Stock of Induſtry, and make my laſt 
Puſh upon a Wife : If my Card comes up 1ight (which 
I think can't fail) J ſhall once more cut a Figure, and 
cock my Hat in the Face of the beſt of them ! For ſince 


T empora 


our modern Men of Fortune are grown wiſe enough to | 


be Sharpers : [ think Sharpers are Fools that don't take 


| up the Ars of Men of Quai. e 


_ 


ACT 


ortly will find you Em- 1 


ealt at Aſſemblies, | 
din'd with Ambaſſadors, and made one at Quadrille, | 


fince that damn'd Squadron at White's | 
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SCENE; Lord Townly's Houſe. 
Enter Manly and Lady Grace. 


Man. HER E's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon 
your Mind, to-day : Is it unfit to truſt me 


Lady Grace. Since you will know 
then——unhappy Woman ! 
4% 8 8 
| Lady Grace. I fear is on the Brink of Ruin! 

Man. I am ſorry for it——what has happened ? 3 
Lady Grace. Nothing ſo very new ! but the continual 


my Siſter 


| Repetition of it, at laſt has rais'd my Brother to an In- 


temperance that I tremble t. 

Man. Have they had any Words upon it? 
Lady Grace. He has not ſeen her ſince Yeſterday. 
Man. What! not at home all Night! 
Lady Grace. About five this Morning in ſhe came ! 


| but with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 


tunes at her Heels what can become of her? 
Nan. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 

Lady Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night. 
| fat with him alone till twelve, in Expectation of 
| her: But when the Clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from his 
Chair, and grew incens'd to that Degree, that had I 


+ | not, almoſt on my Knees, diſſuaded him, he had or- 
| fered the Doors that Inſtant, to have been locked 
L apainſt her. | | 2 


Man. How terrible is his Situation ? when the moſt 


- | Juſtifiable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable 
do be the Mirth of all the diſſolute Card-Tables in 


Town! 
| Lady 
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Lady Grace. Tis that, I know, has made him bear ſo 


long: But you that feel for him, Mr. Mandy, will afi | 


him to ſupport his Honour, and, if poſſible, preſere 
his Quiet! therefore I beg you don't leave the Houſe, 
"till one or both of them can be wrought to better 


Temper. Tb. 
Man. How amiable is this Concern, in you! 


think on ſomething to preſerve us all. 
Man. I ſhall not take the Merit of obeying your Com- 
mands, Madam, to ſerve my Lord 
dam, let me into all that has paſt, ſince Veſternight. 
Lady Grace. When my Intreaties had prevail d upon 
my Lord, not to make a Story for the Town, by 6 


_ a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of hu |} 


rs; he order'd the next Apartment to my Ladys 


to be made ready for him while that was dv 


inz——l try'd by all the little Arts I was Miſtreſs of, | 


to amuſe him into Temper ; in ſhort, a ſilent Grief wa 


all I could reduce him to-———on this, we took our 


Leaves, and parted to our Repoſe: What his was, | 
imagine by my own: For I ne'er clos'd my Eyes. About 
five, as II told you, I heard my Lady at the Door; ſo 
| Clipt on a Gown, and fat almoſt an Hour with her, in 
her own Chamber. es 
 _ What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lond 
Lady Grace. O! fo far from being ſhock'd or alarm d 


at it; that ſhe bleſs'd the Occaſion ! and ſaid, that in 


her Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far E 
ferable to the beſt Husband's Company in the World. 
Man. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much [t- 
ſenſibility? Ee 3% 


Lady Grace. Nay ! ' tis incredible ! for though fie | 
ſhe had in the World, and | wi 


had loſt every Shilling 
ſtretch'd her Credit ev'n to breaking; ſhe rallied het 
_ own Follies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penancy, 
| ſhe knows ſhe muſt undergo 2 them, in ſuch ridiculons 


Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother beet 


too ſtrong for her Wit, ſhe had almoſt difarm'd my 
Anger. 2 . | 


Man. . 


Lady Grace. For Heaven's ſake don't mind me, but | 


but pray, Ma. 


Man 


*. 


| 


| 
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Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: 


| The moſt * Diſpoſitions have their Hours of An- 


their Pride conceals from Company; 
pray, Madam, how could ſhe avoid coming down 

to dine ? | 
Lady Grace. O! ſhe took care of that before ſhe went 


0 bed; by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe was 


wk'd for, to ſay, ſhe was not well. 
Mar. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume ? 
Lady Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet: 
Man. Terrible]! What a Figure does ſhe make — ! 
That Nature ſhould throw away fo much Beauty upon a 
Creature, to make ſuch a ſlatternly Uſe of it? 
Lady Grace. O fy ! there is not a more elegant Beauty 
in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. 
Man. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's n dreſt, has 
ten times her Elegance. 
Lady Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: 
For I think I ſee her Chocolate going — Mrs. m_ 


- hem! 
5 Mrs. Truſt y comes to the Dow: 


| Man. [ Aſide.] Five o'Clock in the Afternoon, for « 3 
Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an * Hour indeed! 
which to ſhew her more polite way o living too, I pre- 


| fume, ſhe eats in her Bed. 


Lady Grace. [To Mrs, Truſty.] And when he i is up, 
I would be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet 
hat's all, Mrs. Trufty. * 
Troy. 1 will be ſure to m her Ladyſhip know, Ma- 
dam. : [Exit Mrs. Truſty. : 


E nter a Servant. 


few. Sir Francis Wronghead, Sir, defires to ſpeak | 
Wi —_—_— 7 
| Mar. He comes s unſeaſonably——what ſhall I do | 

ith him! 
Lady Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have 
time enough; in the mean while I'll ſtep in, and have 
tre upon my Brother, Nay, dou” t mind * 


Buſigeſs, | 
Man. 


have ſerv'd her a Techs meanth. 
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Man. You muſt, be obey'd— — 
[Rerreating while Lady Grace goes 1 
Deſire Sir Francis to walk in [Exit & Servant, 
I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip begins to fund 
that the Balance of his Journey * is on the wrom 


_ fide. 
Enter Sir Francis. 


Sir Francis, your Servant; how came I by the Favour q; 
this extraordinary Viſit? ' 
Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! 

Man. Why that forrowful Face, Man ? 

Sir Fran. I have no Friend alive but —— 
5 Mar. I am ſorry for that— ——but what's e, 
Matter? | 

Sir Fran. I have play'd the Fool by this Journe q 
ſee now for my bitter Wi 
Man. What of her? 8 
Sir Fran. Is play ing the L Devil! 5 
Man. Why truly, that's a part chat moſt of RE 
| Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 
Sir Fran. If I am a living Man, Couſin, ſhe has mac 
away with above two hundred and fifty Pounds finc 
| Yeſterday Mornin 
Man. Hah! 1 &e a good Houſewife will « do a gret 

deal of Work in a little time. 

Sir Fran. Work do they call it! Fine Work indeed! 
Man. Well, but how do you mean made away with it? 
What, ſhe has laid it out, may be——but I :uppole * 
| have an Account of it. 


Sir Fran. Yes, yes, F have had the Account indeed; * 


but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one. 

Man. Pray, let's hear. | 

Sir Fran. Why, firſt I let ber have an bendred a 

- fifty, to get things handſom about her, to let the World | 
ſee that f Was Some-body | ! and I thought that Sum was 

very genteel. 

Alan. Indeed I think ſo; 4 in the Country, might 


Sir Fran. Why, ſo it might but here in ths] 
fine Tawn, forſooth! it could not get through 9 


out, 


I 


ar of 


z Husbandd 


| | another hundred behind yet, that 


| 
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md twenty Hours— for in half that time, it was 
il ſquander d away in Bawbles, and new-faſhion'd 
„„ 8 
Man. O! for Ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
icht be neceſſary. 1 8 ; 
ir Fran. Noa ! theere's the Plague on't! the Devil 
gone uſeful Thing do I ſee for it, but two pair of lac'd 
Shoes, and thoſe ſtond me in three Pound three Shillings 
Pair too. | | 
"Man. Dear Sir ! this is nothing! Why we have City 
Wives here, that while their good Man is felling three 


benny worth of Sugar, will give you twenty Pound for 


a ſhort Apron. | is 
Sir Fran. Mercy on us! What a mortal poor Devil is 


Man. Well, but 
complain of? 
Sir Fran. Ah! 


I hope, you have nothing elſe to 


would I could ſay fo too—but there's 
goes more to my Heart, 

- than all that went before it. = 

Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of ? 

Sir Fran. Troth I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you. 

Man. Out with it. : 

Sir Fran. Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly, 

| Man What, fince I ſaw you! I thought you had all 


pt at home laſt 4 ** 5 
dir Fran. Why, ſo we did —— and all as merry as 
Crigs T'cod ! my Heart was fo open, that I toſs'd 


nother hundred into her Apron, to go out early this 
Morning with———But the Cloth was no ſooner taken 
way, than in comes my Lady Townly here, ( who 
between you and I— mum ! has had the Devil to pay 
jonder——) with another rantipole Dame of Quality, 
ad out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce her 
my Lady Noble's Aſſembly forſooth——a few Words, 
ou may be ſure, made the Bargain=——ſo, bawnce ! 
and away they drive as if the Devil had got into the 
Coach-box——ſo about four or five in the Morning— 
ome comes Madam, with her Eyes a Foot deep in her 
and my poor hundred Pound left behind 
ker at the Hazard-Table. „ "EY 

3 | Man, 


94 The PRovox'd Husnand; of, 


Man. All loſt at Dice! | 
Sir Fran, Every Shilling among a Parcel v 
Pig- tail Puppies, and pale-fac'd Women of Quality, 
Mar. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after yu 
found her ſo ill an Houſewife of one Sum, fo ſoon ty 
truſt her with another? | 7 
Sir Fran. Why truly, I mun fay that was path 
my own Fault: For if I had not been a Blab of oy 
'Tongue, 
ſav'd. 
Man. How ſo? 3 | os 
Sir Fran. Why, like an Owl as I was, out of Good. 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I nul 
needs tell her of the thouſand Pound a Year, I had ju 
t the Promiſe of——Pcod ! ſhe lays her Claws upon 
it that Moment — ſaid it was all owing to he 
Advice, and truly ſhe would have her Share on't. 
Man. What, before you had it yourſelf? 
Sir Fran. Why ay! that's what I told her 
Dear, faid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quane 
on't this half Year. „ Th 
Man. Sir Francis, I have heard you with a grex 
deal of Patience, and I really feel Compaſſion far 


Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for I 


don't ſee that my Wife's Goodneſs is 
for bringing to London. | 
Man. If you remember I gave you a Hint of it. 
Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did ſo: But the 


a bit the better, 


Devil himſelf could not have believ'd ſhe would hare | 


rid Poſt to hm. | 5 
Man. Sir, if you ſtay but a Fortnight in this Town, 
vou will every Day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the Gallop, 
as ſhe is. | SR 


win is a has Pies indontionts 


waunds, if Things ſhould happen to \ ary with me 


at Weſtminſter, at this rate, how the Devil ſhall I keep 
r e | 
Man. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way 1 


avoid it. 


Sir Fran, Ah! would you could tell me that, os 


I believe that laſt hundred might have bee | 


* 
Noa 


o 


| Ser Fran. Ods fleſh ! Couſin, what! 
fand Pound a Year behind me ? 
Man, Pooh ! pooh! leave any 


you 
1 
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Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame 
Road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 


and leave a thou- 


thing behind you, but 
your Family, and you are a Saver by it. e 
Sir Fran. Ay, but conſider, Couſin, what a ſcurvy 
Figure ſhall I make in the Country, if I come dawn 
withawt it! ” | 
Man. You will make 
ina Jail withour it. Th 8 . Ry 
Sir Fran. Mayhap at yow have no great Opinion of 
it then, Couſin ? | 
Man. Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real 
Friend, I muſt ſpeak very 22 to you: You don't yet 
ſe half the Ruin that's before you? ES 
Sir Fran. Good-lack ! how may yow mean, Couſin ? 
Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 
in a Week you'll loſe your Seat at Weftmin- 
fer: In a Fortnight my Lady will run you into Jail, 
by keeping the beſt Company— In four and 
twenty Hours, your Daughter will run away with a 
Sharper, becauſe ſhe han't been us'd to better Com- 
pany: And your Son will ſteal into Marriage with a 
Calt-Miſtreſs, becauſe he has not been uſed to any Com- 
pany at all. | 
Sir Fran. I' th' f 
tink all this? 
Man. Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, I know 
ſo much of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your Power to do it to-mor- 
my Morning. „ „ 5 5 
dir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten m 
Vell, Sir, I will be govern'd by yow : But what am I 
| 6 wag 5 Anagnds 5 e 

n. I have not time here to give you proper In- 
iruftions : But about eight this "Srl PII obo 
Lodgings ; and there you ſhall have full Conviction, 
tow much I have it at Heart to ſerve you. 


a much more lamentable Figure 


dame o Goodneſs why ſhould you 


Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord defires to ſpeak with you. 

Man. I'll wait upon him. 

Sir Fran. Well then, I'll go ſtraight home, naw. 
Man. At Eight depend upon me. 

Sir Fran. Ah! dear Couſin ! I ſhall be bound to yu 
as long as I live. Mercy deliver us! what a terrible 
OP have I made nk}. * ſeveral; 


2 


The SCENE opens to a  Dreſng 1 La 


on Mrs. T ruſty. 


Truſt. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady: | 


| ſhip fo out of order 


Lady Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one | 


is kill'd for want of Sleep? 


Truſty. Dear me! it was ſo long before y . 
J 


Madam, I was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been 
 compos'd. 
Lady Town. Compoe'd ! why I have lain in an Im 
here! this Houſe is worſe than an Inn with ten Stage- 
Coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People 


of Bufineſs in a Morning, and the intolerable thick | 
Shoes of Footmen at Noon, one has not a wink all | 
hy [ 

ruſty. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity my Lou 

. be perſuaded into the Hours of 4 67 Que | 
5 Thou h I muſt ſay that, Madam, your L. 
rea is certainly the beſt Matrimonial Manager i nl 


Town. 
Lady Town. | Oh! you are quite miſtaken, 7 ruſty ! 1 


manage very ill! for notwithſtanding all the Power 


have, by never being over-fond of my Lord 


it me. 


J want — infinitely after than 1 is willing to Lip 


Traſh. 


| 


'Townly, as ju up, walks to her Toilet, leaning 


— —„— 90 


CLE EET. 


| 
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Trafty. Ab, if bis Lordſhip could but be brought to 
ay himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is to 


t Mon 
"Li owe Oh ! don't talk of it! do you know that ] 


8 am undone, Trufty ? 


M forbid, Madam ! 

ah 1 ruin'd ! plunder'd i——fripp's, 
even to a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea. 

Truſty. You don't tell me ſo, Madam 

Lady Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
World—— What is to be done, Tray? | 

Truſty. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tell you, 
Madam: But may be _ 2 may have a run of 
better Fortune, u _ the good Company that 
comes here to-nig 

Lady Town. Bur | have not a ngle Guinea to try my 


Ha! thas sa bad Buſineſs indeed, | © 7 — 


| 4 


Truſty. 


Adad ! have e Head, Madam, if it is 
not too late 


Lady Town. - Out with ir quickly then, I beſeech thee ? 

Truſty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty Pound, 
Madam, that you left in his hands, to pay "Ay 
about this time? 

Lady Town. O! ay ! 1 had forgot—'rwas to 
what's his filthy Name? 

Trufty. Now I remember, Madam, "twas to Mr. Lute- 


fring your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn d off, 


about a Vear ago, becauſe he would truſt you . no 
* Town. The very Wretch ! if he has not 


paid it, 


mn quickly, Dear Truſt, and bid him bring it hither | 


immediately 


[Exit Truſty.} Well! ſure mor- 


tal Woman never had ſuch Fortune! Five! Five, and 


Nine, againſt poor Seven for ever. No! after 


that horrid Bar of my Chance, that Lady Wrongbead's 


fatal red Fiſt upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, 
ever, to win another Stake Sit up all Night ! 


loſe all one's Money! dream of winning Thouſands ! 


wake without a Shilling ! and Then——how like a Hag 


Ret In or. the Pleaſures of Life, are not 


E. worth 
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worth this Diſorder! If it were not for Shame now, [ | 


could almoſt think, Lady Grace's ſober Scheme not 
quite ſo ridiculous If my wiſe Lord could by 


hold his Tongue for a Week, tis . but I ſhould | 
But I will not be | 


hate the Town in a F ortnight 

driven out of it, that's poltive! | 

[Truſty return, 
Truſty. O Madam ! there is no bearing it! Mr. 

Luteftring was juſt let in at the Door, as I came to tie 

| Stair-Foot ; and the Steward is now actually paying him 

the Money i in the Hall. 

Lady Town. Run to the e Head, again 


and ſcream to him, that I muſt ſpeak with him this . ' 


ſtant. * * Truſty runs out, and ſpeaks, 
Trufly. Mr.  Poundage— a hem ! Mr. } 
Poundaze, a word with you ; quickly, OY 
: Pound. [within. 1 I Il come to you pre- 
ſently. | 
5 40% Preſently won't 4 Man, you muſt 
- come this Minute. | 
% Pound. I am but juſt paying alitle Money, 
= 


© Trufly. Cods my Life ! paying Money ? i is | 
1 Man diſtracted? Come here I tell you, 
Ede. _ this Moment, quick!  } 


- ' Lady Town, Will the Monſter come or no? 


Trufty. Yes, I hear him now, rn he is hobling | 


up, as faſt as he can. 


Lady Town. Don't let him come in—for he will keep | 


ſuch a babbling about his Accounts. my Brain is not 

able to bear him. 

Tk? fcundage comes te the Door with a Money-bag 
in his Hand. 


Trufty. O it's well you are come, Sir! where's the 


fifty Pound ? 


Pound Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuch | 


haſte, I ſhould have paid it by this time the Man“ 
now 2 a Receipt, below, for it. : 
Truſty. No matter! my Lady ſays, you muſt not pay 


him with that Money, there is not enough, it ſeems; | 


there? 


[Tiaſty - return, 1 


4. : 


| once 
| noiſe yonder ? Though I think now we may compound 


_ Paflion, with _ rene 


Creatures ! no Words will fatisfy them ! 
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there's a Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good in it, 
— beſides there is a miſtake ia the Account too 


 [Tavitching the Bug from tim.) But the is not at leiſure 
do examine it now; ſo you mult bid Mr. What- d'ye- 


call-um call another time. 
Lady Town. What is all that Noiſe there? 
Pound. Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip 
Lady Torun. Pr'ythee ! don't — me now, but do 


| as you were order d. 


Pound. Nay, what * Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam 
[Exit Poundage. 

| Trufty. There they are, Madam Pour, the Money 

out of the Bag. ] The pretty things were fo near 

falling into a naſty Tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made 


ne tremble for them—l fancy your Ladyſhip had as. 
| good give me that bad Guinea, for luck's ſake-——thank 
| you, Madam. [Takes a Guinea. 


Lady Town. Why, I did not bid you take it. 
Traſty. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you were 
going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to fave you 


ke trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 


Lady Town. Well! thou hait deſery 24 it, and ſo, for 
but hark ! don't I hear the Man making a 


for a little of his ill Hamar .— 

Truſty. I'll liſten. 

Lady Toxwn. Pr'ythee do. [Trutty x goes to the Door, 

Truſty Ay! they are at it, Madam—he's in a bitter 
bleſs me! I believe 
mercy cn us; how the Wretch 


bell beat him 
ſwears 


Lady Town. And a ſober Citizen tco! that's a ſhame ! 
Truſty. Ha! 1 think all's ſilent, of a ſudden— 


| may be the Porter has knock'd him down—1'll ſtep and 


... Ext Trakty. 
Lady Town. Thoſe Trades-people are the troubleſomeſt 


[Trufty returns. 
Troy. © Madam ! undone ! undone ! My Lord has 

bolted ouc __ the Man, and is hearing all his piti- 
Ss - 1 
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ful Story over——if your Ladyſhip — to come hi. 


ther, you may hear him yourſelf ? 
Lady Toxwnly. No matter: It will come round 


ſently: I ſhall have it from my Lord; without loſing z 


Word by the Way, I'll warrant you. 


Traſh. O lad ! Madam ! here's my Lord juſt con | 


W Town. Do you get out of the way then. UE 


T ruſty. I am afraid I want y”_ but he will fon | 


give em me. 
4 T Enter Lord Townly. 


| Lord Town. How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſman 
dares be clamorous in my Houſe, for Money due to him, 
from you? 


Lady Town. You don' t expect, my Lord, that I ſhoul 


7 anſwer for other Peoples Impertinence ! 


Lord Town. Iexpeft, Madam, you ſhould anſwer fr | 
' your own Extravagances, that are the occaſion of it— | 


4 thought I had given you Money three Months ago, to 
 fatisfy all theſe ſort of People! 


Lady Town. Yes, but you ſee they never are to be ſa· 


tisfied. 


Lord Joris Nor am I, Madam, wy to th abus 
u 


| thus! what's become of the laſt five hundred I gar | 
you ? | 
Lady Town. Gone. 


Lord Town. Gone! what way, Madam ? 


Lady Town, Half the Town over, I believe, by this 


time. 


1 till it falls upon you. 


* own. In ſhort, my Lord, if benny is alway! 
the ſu ot our Converſation, I ſhall make you w | 


Anker, 


Lord Town. Madam, Madam ! I will be heard, and E 


5 make you Anſwer. 


Lady Town. Make me! then I muſt tell you, ny | 


Lord, this is a 1 I have not been us'd to, and! 
won't bear it. 


- 


— 


Lord Com, Tis well! I ſee Ruin will make no In- | 


"a 


— 
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Lord Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear a 
t deal more, before I part with you. 


Lady Town. My Lord, if you inſult me, you will 


have as much to bear, on your fide, I can aſſure you. 
Lord Town. Pooh ! your Spirit grows ridiculous —— 
you have neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence} to 


ii ſupport it! 


Lady Town. You'll find, at leaſt, I have Reſentment | 
and do you look well to the Provocation ! 
Lord Town. After thoſe you have given me, Madam, 


| tis almoſt infamous, to talk with you. 


Lady Town. I ſcorn your Imputation, and your Me- 


naces! The Narrowneſs of your Heart's your Monitor 


'tis there ! there, my Lord, you are wounded ; you 
have leſs to complain of than many Husbands of an 


equal Rank to you. 


Lord Town. Death, Madam do you preſume upon 


your Corporal Merit ! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, 
than your Mind | is it there ! there alone an honeſt 
Husband can be injur'd ? Have you not every other 


Vice that can debaſe your Birth, or ſtain the Heart of 
Woman ? Is not your Health, your Beauty, Husband, 


| Fortune, Family diſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd in 
Riot and Extravagance? The Wanton does no more; 
if the conceals her Shame, does leſs: And ſure the Diſ- 


ſolute avow'd, as — wrongs my Honour, and my 


| | Quiet. 


Lady Town. 1 ee, my Lord, what ſort of Wife might 
pleaſe you. 

Lord Town. Ungrateful Woman ! could you have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her | am amaz'd 
our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible injury, this Adultery of the Mind, as - 
well as that of the Perſon! when a Woman's whole 
Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
is't to me, whether a black Ace, or a * Cox- 


3 comb has Poſſeſſion of it? 


Lady Town. If you have not found it yet, my Lord, 
this is not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, depend 


upon it. 


* * Lord 
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Lord Town. That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of; 
and fince our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate. —. 


This Houſe you ſleep no more in ! Tho' your Con- 
tent might groſly feed upon the Diſhonour of a Huf. | 


band, yet my Deſires would ſtarve upon the Features of 
@ Ws. - 


Lady Town. Your Stile, my Lord, is much of the fame 


De'icacy with your Sentiments of Honour. 


Lord Toxvn. Madam, Madam ! this is no time for | 


 Compliments——1 have dene with you. 


Lady Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I had | 


not broke my Heart for it! but have a care ! I may 
not, perhaps, be ſo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 


Lord Town, Recall's !\— Who's there! [Far a Ser-. 


vat.] Deſire my Siſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. 
Lady Town. My Lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe, 


but pray what Indiſcretions have 1 committed, that are | 


nat daily praftis'd by a hundred other Women of 
Quality? 55 | 


Lord To un. Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Madam, 
that makes the Patience of a Hus band leſs contemp- | 
tible: and tho' a bad one may be the beſt Man's Lot, yet | 
he'll make a better figure in the World, that keeps his | 
Misfortunes out of Doors, than he that tamely keeps 


them Within. 


Lady Town. I don't know what Figure | you may 
make, my Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to be aſham'd | 


of mine, in whatever Company I may meet you. 


Lord T.awn. Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you'll | 


need it to ſupport you. | 
Enter Lady Grace and Manly. 


Mr. Manly, I have an Act of Friendlhip to beg of you, | 
which wants more Apologies, than Words can make | 


= 3 „„ 5 
Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 
have the greater Merit in obliging you. NY 


Lord Town. Siſter, I have the ſame Excuſe to intreat 


of you too. 


8 Lady 


Vices that miſuſe em 
| Life ſhall be ſupply'd—— but not one Article to Luxu- 
| ry! Not even the Coach, that waits to carry you from 
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Lady Grace. To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 


Lord Town., Thus then——as you both were preſent 
at my ill-conſider'd Marriage, I now defire you each will 


be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation I know, 
Sir, your Good-nature, and my Siſter's muſt be ſhoci'd 


at the Office I impoſe on you! But, as I don't aſk your - 
Juſtification of my Cauſe; ſo I hope you are conſcious 
that an ill Woman can't reproach you, if you are 


| filent, upon her ſide. 


Man. My Lord, I never thought, till now, it could 


be difficult to oblige you. 


Lady Grace. [ Aſide.] Heavens how I tremble! | 


Lord Town. For you, my Lady Town!y, I need not 
dere repeat the Provocations of my parting with you 
the World, I fear, 1s too well inform'd of them 


For 
the good Lord, your dead Father's ſake, I will ſtill ſup- 


port you, as his Daughter ———As the Lord Town!y'; 


Wife, you have had every thing a fond Husband could 
beltow, and (to our mutual Shame I ſpeak it) more 


than happy Wives defire——But thoſe Indulgences mult 


end! State, Equipage and Splendor, but ill become the. 
The de:ent Neceſſaries of 


hence, ſhall you ever uſe again! Your tender Aunt, my 
Lady Lo vemore, with Tears, this Morning, has con- 


| ſented to receive you; where if Time, and your Condi- 
| tion, brings you to a due Reflexion, your Allowance ſhall 


be increas'd But, if you til} are laviſh of your little, 
or pine for paſt licentious Pleaſures, that little ſhall be 
leſs! nor will I call that Soul my Friend, that names you 


in my Hearing! | 


Lady Grace. My Heart bleeds for her ! Jbl. 
Lord Town. O Manly / look there! turn back thy 


Thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing Love! 
there was a time when J believ'd that Form incapable of 


Vice or of Decay! There I propoſed the Partner of an 
| caly Home! There! I, for ever, hoped to find, a chear- 


ful Companion, an agreeable Intimate, a faithful Friend, 


_ 2 uſeful Help-mate, and a tender Mother: But oh! : 


how bitter now the Diſappointment ! | 
E 4 | Man. 
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Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Happinek: | 
Offended as you are, I know you will ſtill be juſt. 


Lord Town. Fear me not. | 
Man. This laſt Reproach, I ſee, has ſtruck her. 


Lord Town. No, let me not (though I this Moment caſt 


her from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her Puniſh. | 


ment beyond her Crimes — I know the World i; 


fond of any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal: And | 


as I am conſcious, Severities of this kind ſeldom fail of 


Imputations too groſs to mention, I here, before you | 
both, acquit her of the Jeaſt Suſpicion rais'd againſt the | 
Honour of my Bed. Therefore, when abroad her Con- 


duct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that Juſtice. 


| Lady Town, O Sifter! [Turns to Lady Grace weeping, | 
Lord Toaun. When I am ſpoken of, where without | 
Favour this Action may be canvaſs'd, relate but half my | 


Provocations, and give me up to Cenſure. [Goin, 


Lady Town. Support me! fave me] hide me from the | 
[ Falls on Lady Grace Ne. | 


JJ 
Lord Town. [| Returning. | 


I had forgot me — 0 


have no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as you have 


liv'd in Friendſhip with her, Your Parting may admit af 


gentler Terms than ſuit the Honour of an injur'd Hu- 

8 J 
Man. ¶ Interpofing.] My Lord, you muſt not, ſhall not 
leave her thus! One Moment's Stay can do your Cauſe | - 
mo wrong ! If Looks can ſpeak the Anguiſh of the Heart, | 


nd. 


Tl anſwer with my Life, there's ſomething labouring in 


| Her Mind, that would you bear the hearing, might de- 


ſerve it. 


Lord Town. Conſider ! ſince we no more can meet; | 


preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. 


Lady Town. Vet ftay, my Lord—the little I woull | 
| fay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and undeſerv'd, I know | 
your Nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in Friends, 


to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be equal Hearers 
of my laſt Reply. „ . 


Lord Town. I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam be Ii 
Lady 


emo 4 


[4fide. | 


2 ES OEOME2 BY B 


of your Indulgence 


deny d 
it added Strength to my habitual Failings, and in a 
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| Lady Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd [ 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allowed I never 


7 ve it to another; ſo when you hear the Story of my 


„though you may ſtill complain, you will not won- 


der at my Coldneſs. 


Lady Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper. 
| | [ 4par:, 
Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear ! | 


Lord Town. Proceed, I am attentive. 


Lady Town. Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the 


| flattering World had talk d me into Beauty; which, at 


my Glaſs, my youthful Vanity confirm'd : Wild with 
that Fame, I thought Mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd 
over Hearts while all my Pleaſure was their Pain: Yet 


| was my own fo equally inſenſible to all, that when a 
ng, | Father's firm Commands enjoin'd me to make choice of 


One; I even there declin'd the Liberty he gave, and to 
his own Election yielded up my Vouth- his tender 


| Care, my Lord, directed him to You— Our Hands 
were join'd ! But till my Heart was wedded to its Folly! 


My only Joy was Power, Command, Society, Profute- 


ness, and to lead in Pleaſures ! The Husband's Right to 
Kale, I thought a vulgar Law, which only the De- 
| form'd or Meanly-ſpirited obey'd ! I knew no Directors, 


but my Paſſions; no Maſter, but my Will! Even you, 
my Lord, ſome time o'ercome by Love, was pleas'd 
with my Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe 
And, though I call myſelf un- 
grateful, while I own it, yet, as a Truth, it cannot de 
| That kind Indulgence has undone me! 


Heart thus warm, in wild unthinking Lite, no wonder 


if the gentler Senſe of Love was Loft. 


ture's Heart been buried? 


Lord Town. O Manly / where has this Crea-y 
Apart, 


Man. If yet recoverable——— How vaſt a 


Treaſure ? 


Lady Town. What, I have faid, my Lord, is not my 


Excuſe, but my Confeſſion ! my Errors (give em if you 


pleaſe, a harder Name) N be defended ! No! What's 
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in its Nature Wrong, no Words can palliate, no Pleaca | 


alter! What then remains in my Condition, but Reſig. 
nation to your Pleaſure? Time only can convince yon 
of my future Conduct: Therefore, *till I have liv'd an 
Object of Forgiveneſs, | dare not hope for Pardon 
The Penance of a lonely contrite Lite were little to the 


ſtrow perpetual Thorns upon my Pillow. 
y Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing ! 
Lady Town. Siſter, Farewel ! 


me: But when you think I have aton'd my Follies 
paſt — 
them. 


this Inſtant are forgotten ! Ss deep, ſo due a Senſe of 


them, has made you, what my utmoit Wiſhes form'd, and | 


all my Heart has ſigh'd for. 


Iady Town. [Turning to Lady Grace.) How odia 
does this Goodneſs * me! 


Lady Grace. How amiable your thinking o! 2 

Lord Town. Long - parted Friends, that 20 through 
eaſy Voyages of Lite, receive but common Gladneſs in 
their Meeting: But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we mingle 
Tears with our Embraces! 


can repay ſuch Obligations? 


Lord Town. Preſerve but this Defire to pleaſe, your | 


Power is endlefs ! 


Lady Town. Oh !— —ull this Moment, never did f 


know, my Lord, I had a Heart to give you 
Lord Town. By Heav'n ! this 


ſhar'd in my Dilquiet, partake of my Felicity! my new- 


born joy! ſee here the Bride of my Deſires This may = 


de called my Wedding-day ! 
Lady Grace. Siſter ! (for now methinks that Name i 


dearer to my Heart than ever) let me congratulate the | 1 


Happineſs that opens to you. 
Man. Long, > and mutual may it flow 


Innocent; but to have deſerv'd this Separation, will 
[Ki/ing ber.] You | 
Virtue needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on | 


= perſuade. your injur d Brother to forgive | 
Lord Town. No, Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, 


[ Embracing Lady ro, | 
Lady : own. What Words! what Love! what Duty | 


yielding Hand, when | 
| firſt it gave you to my Wiſhes, kd not a Treaſure | 
more deſirable! O Mandy! Siſter! as you have often | 


| F 


| naders— 
do ſee your Lordſhip, and my Lady. 
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Lord Toxun. To make our Happineſs compleat, my 
Dear, join here with me to give a Hand, that amply | 
will repay the Obligation. 
Lady Town. Sifter ! a Day like this. 
Lady Grace. Admits of no Excuſe . | the general 


Jo Ives ber Hand to Manly. 


Man. A Joy like mine———deſpairs of Words 


do ſpeak: it. 


Lord Town. O Manly ! how the Name of Friend en- 


| dears the Brother ! [Embracing him. 


Man. Your wes my Lord, will warm ae, 60 de- 
ſerve them. 


Enter a "ps 


Serv. My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſque- 
And ſome People of Quality there deſire 


Lady Town. I thought, my Lord, your Orders had 


- forbid this Revelling? 


Lord Town. No, my Dear, Manly has defr'd their 


| Admittance to-night, it ſcems upon a particular Occaſion 


— we will wait upon them inſtantly. 
[Exit Servant, 


Lady Town, 1 ſhall be but ill Conn to them. 


Lord Town. No matter: not to ſee them, would on a2 


| ſudden be too particular, Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to 
entertain them. 


Lady Town, With has, my Lord, 1 ſhall be always 


. taly—— Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, I now commit 
the Guidance of my future — . 


Never the paths of Pleaſa re more to Ws] 


But where your guarded Innocence ſhall had. 


For in the Marriage-ftate the World muſt own, 
Divided — was never known. 

To make it mutual, Nature points the Way: 
Let Husbands govern ; Gentle Wives "0+ _ Ex. 


Tie 
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The SCENE opening — Apartment dif. | 
covers a great Number of People in Maſquerade tall. 


ing all together, and playing upon one anather : 
Wronghead as a Shepherdeſs ; Jenny, as a Nun; 
. the Squire as a running Footman ; and the Count in a 


Domino. After ſome time, Lord and Lady Town 


with Lady Grace, enter to them unmask d. 


Lord * 801 hae 8 a great deal of Ci, 


Lady Grace. A great many People, my Lord, but no 
for here's one nom, 


Company as you'll find 
that ſeems to have a mind to entertain us. 


[4 Mast, after ſome affected 3 makes 1p tf 


Lady Townly. 


Mak. Well, dear Lady Tah, ſhan't we fee you | 


by and-by? / 
Iady Town. I don't know you, Madam. 


Mas. Don't you, ſeriouſly ? 1 4 OR T, one, \ 


Lady Town. Not I, indeed. 


Mack. Well, that's charming ; ; but can't you g eſs ? 75 


Lady Town. Ves, I could gueſs wrong, | believe. 
Mast. That's what I'd have you do. 


Lady Town. But, Madam, if I don't kniow you at al 


is not that as well? 

Mask. Ay, but you do know me. 

Lady Town. Near Siſter, take her off o' my Hands; 
there's no bearing this. [ Apart. 

Lady Grace. | fancy I know you, Madam. 

Mask. I fancy you don' t: What makes you think 
you do? _ 

_ Lady Grace. Becauſe I have heard you talk. 

Mask. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, I'm ure. 


| | Lady Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and Hu | 
mour, Madam, fo Ha, much your own, it is * 


you can be any Body but my Lady Trifle. 


Mask. [Unnacking.] Dear Lady Grace ! thou art 1 


charming Creature. 


2 Grace. Is there no Body elſe we knw here? - 


Ma. 


| 


| me pain to remember their — | 
but none to drop it immediately. | 


Lord Arch-wag 
| there's Sir Powwder-Peac:ch 
 Magppe——— Beau Fr: gheful— 


3 Habits, are Tradeſmens Wives, 
| Jews, and kept Miſtreſſes. 
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Mask. O dear, yes! I have found out fifty CA 
Lady Grace. Pray, who are they ? : 
Mask. O, charming Company ! there's Lady Ramble 

— Riot Lady Kill- Care — 
der Lady Strip — Lady Pawn 


109 


and the Dutcheſs of Single- Guinea. 


Lord Town. Is it not hard, my Dear that 
People of Senſe and probity are ſometimes 
ſore d to ſeem fond of ſuch Company ? 2 

Lady Town. My Lord, it will always give ( part. 


Lady Grace. But you have given us no A—_ of the 


| Men, Madam. Are they good for any thing? 


Mast. O yes! you muſt know, I Ie and out them 


dy their Endeavours to find out me. 


Lady Grace. Pray who are they ? 
Mask. Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and Plea- 
ſore, about Town, there's my Lord Bite : 
- Young Brazen-wit= Lord 

Timber down———Lord Foint- L. bees and 5 
Lord Morrgage. Then for your pretty Fellows 1 8 
Lord Lapwing, —— Billy | 
Sir Paul 2 


and the Marquis of Morkey-man. 
Lady Grace. Right! and theſe are the fine Gentle- 
men that never want Elbow- room at an Aſſembly. 
Mask. The reſt I ſappoſe, by their tawdry hired 
nns-of-Court Beaux, 


Lord Town. An admirable Collection?! 
Lady Grace. Well, of all our Public Diverfions, 1 


| am amaz'd how this that is ſo very expenſive, and has 
ſo little to ow for 1 it, can draw ſo much Company to- 


Lord T own, O! if it were not expenſive, the better 


| fort would not come into it: And becauſe Money can 


| Purchaſe a Ticket, the common People ſcorn to be kept 
out of it. 


Mak. Right, my Lord; Poor Lady Grace ! 1 ſuppoſe 
you 
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you are under the ſame Aſtoniſhment, that an Opera 

ſhould draw ſu much good Company. 

Lady Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier matter 
ſure to Gratify the Ear, than the Underſtanding. But 

have you no Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure and 
Profit at the ſame time ? EE > 
Mask. Oh | quite none! unlzſs it be ſometimes win- 

ning a great Stake; laying down a Vole, ſans prendr: 


may come up, to the profitable Pleaſure you were ſpeak. 


ing of. F 
Lord Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear? 
Lady Town. 1am, my Lord; and amaz'd at 
my own Follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in another 
Woman. 8 


Lady Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beit adjourn f 


our Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Masks that 
ſeem to have a mind to divert other People as well as 
_ themſelves. po 5 


Lord Town. The leait we can do is to give them a 5 


clear Stage then. 


[A Dance of Masks bere in various Chara, | 


This was a F avour extraordinary. 
5 RF | Enter Manly, 
O Manh ! I thought we had loſt you. 


Man. | ask Pardon, my Lord; but I have been ob- 


| lig'd to look a little after my Country Family. 


Lord Town. Well, pray, what have you done with | 


them? EY 


Man. They are all in the Houſe here, among the | 


Masks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity 


enough, to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Mi- | 


nutes ['ll give you an ample Account of them. 
Lord Town. Q! by all means: We will wait upon 


you. [The Scene Hurt upon the Marks ro a jmaller | 


. Atariment. | 
Manly re- enters with Sir Francis Wronghead. 


Sir Fran. Well, Couſin, you have made my very | 
Hair ſtand on End! Waunds! if what you tell me be | 


true, Pl ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage - Coach, 


and 


Apart, 


J. 


Morning. 
Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a Way 
to redeem all; In the mean time, place yourſelf behind 
this Screen, and for the Truth of what I have told you, 
take the Evidence of your own.Senſes : But be ſure you 
keep cloſe till I | you the Signal. | 
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and trundle them into the Country again on Monday 


Sir Fran. Sir! l'll warrant you - Ah! my Lady, | 
my Lady Wronghead ! What a bitter Buſineſs have you 
drawn me into? | 
Man. Huſh ! to your Poſt ; here comes one Couple 


already. 


Sir Francis retires behind the Screen. [Exit Manly. 
Enter Myrtilla with Squire Richard. | 


Squ. Rich. What! is this the Doctor's Chamber? 

Myr. Yes, yes; ſpeak ſoftly, 

Squ. Rich. Well, but where is he? | 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he 
can't do us the good Turn, wichout Witnefles : So, when 
tne Count and your Siſter come, you know he and you 
may be Fathers for one another. 

Squ, Rich. Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, ay, that 


ill be friendly. 


Myr. And fee! here ey come. 
Enter Count Baſſet, and M if Jenny. 
| Count Baſ So, fo, here's your ey, and his Bride, 


| before us, my Deas. - - 


Jenny: Well, I vow my Heart s at my Mouth ill ! | 


| Ithought I ſhould never have got rid of Mama! but 

| while ſhe ſtood gaping upon the Dance, I gave her the 

| flip! Lawd! do but feel how it beats here. er 
Count Ba/. O the pretty Flutterer ! I proteſt, my 8 


* =: have put mine into the ſame Palpitation ! 
Ah! you fay ſo——but let's ſee now 


| Olud! I vow it thumps purely——well, well, 1 ſee i it 


will do, and ſo where's the Parſon? 
Count Ba/. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to 


ſee if the Doctor's ready for us? 


he, 
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ur. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll fetch him in. 


mediately. | 
when I'm a Counteſs ? 
Count Ba/. No doubt on't, my Dear. 


Jenny. O Lud ! how her Back will be up then, when 


ſhe meets me at an Aſſembly ? or you and I in our 
Coach and Six, at Hyde-Park together? 


Count Ba/. Ay, or when ſhe hears the Box-keepers, a 


an Opera, call out—T he Counteſs of Baſſet's Serwants ! 
Femy. Well, I fay it, that will be delicious! And 
then, mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Sty 
and what-d'ye-call um Ribbon, lead me to my Chai, 
with his Hat under his Arm all the Way ! Hold uy, 


ſays the Chairman, and fo, ſays I, my Lord, you | 


humble Servant I ſappoſe, Madam, ſays he, we hal 
| ſee you at my Lady Quaarille's | Ay, ay, to be ſure ny 
Lord, fays 1— So in ſwops me, with my Hoco 
ſtuff d up to my Forehead! and away they trot, ſwing! 


ſwang! with my Taſſels dangling, and my Flambeau 
blazing, and Oh! it's a charming thing to be: | 


ne'er a Dutcheſs of 'em all will become un Equipage 


Woman of Quality! ! 55 5 
Count Ba/. Well ! 1 ſee that plainly, my Dear, there 


like you. 


Fenny. Well, well, do you find Equipage, and Il | 
find Airs, I warrant you. — [ 
Squ. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's the | 


merrieſt Game that ever I ſaw in my Life! Thof, in my 


mind, and there were but a little Wreſtling, or Cudygel | 
playing naw, it would help it hugely. But what a-rope | 


makes the Parſon ſtay ſo? 
Count Ba/. Uh! here he comes, I believe. 


Enter Myrtilla, vith a Conſtable. 


Con. Well. Madam, pray which is the Party that | 


wants a Spice of my Office here? 
Myr. That's the Gentleman. | Pointing to the Count. 


5 Count Ba. Hey-day ! what in Maſquerade, Do&@or! | 


Conſt. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken you 
Man: But if you are called Count Bayer, I _ . 
n | 1 4 


Fenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take Place of Many, 
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tl 
Lend Paſ. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 
- Conſt. Only my Lord Chief — Warrant againſt 
you for Forgery, Sir. 
Count Ba/. Blood and Thunder ! ' | 
Confi- And fo, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your 


| Fool's Frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next Juſtice 


of Peace immediately. 
| Jenny. O dear me! what” s the matter? [7 rembling. 
JT Baſ. O! nothing, only — Frolic, | 


LE = . Rich. Oh ho! is chat all? 

Sir Fran. No, Sitrah! that is not t all. 

[C ir Francis coming /oftly behind the * knocks 
Lim down with his Cane. 


Emer Manly. 


gu. Rich. 0 Lawd! O Lawd! be bas beaten my 
| Brains out! 
Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, have a litle Mercy 


7 pon my poor Godſon, pray Sir. 


Sir Fran. Waunds, Cozen, I han't 8 5 5 
Count Ba Manly ! nay, then I'm blown to the Devil. 


(466: 5 
sgu. Ricb. 0 my Head! my Head 


Pater Lady Wronghead. _ 
Lady Wrong. What's the Matter here, Geademen ? 


| for Hear ns ſake ! What are you murd' ring my Children? 


Conſt. No, no, Madam! no Murder ! only a little 


| Suſpicion of Felony, that's all. 
Sir Fran. [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upou' "ip 
 Teould find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit, 


long as you live, you Jade you. Do you know, 


Huſſy, that you were within two Minutes of marrying 
a Pickpocket? 
Count Ba/. So, ſo, all's out, I find. [ Afte. 
Jenny. O the Mercy! why, pray, Papa, is not the 
Le. a Man of Quality then? 


dir Fran, O yes! one of the unhang'd ones, it ſeems. 
Lady 


Billet-doux in my Hand for you, that will ſet you right 
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Lady Wrong. [ Aſide.] Married! O the confident Thing! | 
There was his urgent Buſineſs then——-ſlighted for her! 
J han't Patience! —and for ought I know, I have been 
all this while making a Friendſhip with a Highwayman! | 

Man. Mr. Conflable, ſecure there. | WD} 

Sir Fran. Ah, my Lady! my Lady! this comes of 
your Journey to Lo1don! but now I'll have a Frolie of 
my own, Madam ; therefore pack up your Trum 
this very Night, for the Moment my Horſes are able w 
crawl, you and your Brats ſhall make a Journey into the | 
Country again. 5 „„ 

Lady Wrong. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Franciz= | 
I ſhall not ſtir out of Town yet, I promiſe you. | 

Sir Fran. Not ſtir ! Waunds ! Madam | | 
Man. Hold, Sir !—if you'll give me leave a little 
I fancy I ſhall prevail with my Lady to think better ont 
Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed!“ 
Man. [ Apart to my Lady.] Look you, Madam, as to 


the Favour you deſign'd me, in ſending this ſpuriou | M 


Letter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the Revenge! 
| have taken, is to have ſav'd your Son and Daughter fron 
Ruin——Now if you will take them fairly and quietly one, 
into the Country again, I will fave your Ladyſhip from | be 
Lady Wrong. What do you mean, Sir ? oY 
Man. Why, Sir Francis ſhall never know what 
is in this Letter; look upon it. How it came into my 
Hands you ſhall know at leiſure. . 
Lady Wrong. Ha] my Billet-doux to the Count ! and 
an Appointment in it! I ſhall fink with Confuſion ! 
Man. What ſhall I ay to Sir Francis, Madam? | 
Lady Wrong. Dear Sir, I am in ſuch a Trembling: 
preſerve my Honour and I am all Obedience ! "= 
32 : ITY | f 9 [ Apart to Manly. 
Man. Sir Francis ———my Lady is ready to receive 
your Commands for her Journey, whenever you plea | \ 
to appoint it. VV . | 
Fe Sir Fran. Ah Couſin! I doubt I am obliged to yu 
"7 "lf „„ 
Man. Come, come, Sir Francis / take it as you find 
it. Obedience in a Wife is a good thing, though it wer | 
nere: 


| Pounds, Sir! 


Man. I know you 1 
blame her, if, in the Fact you are 2 with, ſhe is a. 
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fever ſo wonderful! And now, Sir, we have no- 
thing to do but to diſpoſe of this Gentleman. 
Count Ba/. Mr. Manly! Sir, 1 hope you won't ruin me. 
Man. Did not you forge this Note for five hundred 


Count Baſ/. Sir. I ee you know the World, and 
therefore I thall not peared to prevaricate- But 
it has hurt no body yet, Sir! I beg you will not ſtigma- 
me me ! ſince you have ſpoil'd my Fortune in one 


Family, 1 hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young Fel- 


low, as to put it out of my Fewer, Sir, to make 1 it in 
other, Sir! ; 


Han. Look you, Sir, 1 have not much time to waſte. 


vith you: But if you expect Mercy yourſelf, you mult | 
ew it to one you have been cruel to. | 


Count 3 Cruel, Sir! 


Man. Have you not ruin'd this young Woman? 
Count B/. I, Sir! 


therefore you can't 


principal Witneſs againſt you. However, you have 
one, and one — Chance to get off with. Marry 
her this Inſtant — and you ke off her Evi- 


| Count Baſ. Dear sir! 


Man. No Words, Sir; a Wife or a 8 
Count Baſ. Lord, Sir! this is the moſt unmerciful 


4 . 
— 


oh A priv ate Penance, or a public e one 
Conſtable. 


Count Ba / Hold, Sir, fince you are pleas'd to give me 


: [fy Choice; I will not make ſo ill a Compliment to the 


Lady, as not to give her the Preference. 
Man. It muſt be done this Minute, Sir : the Chaplain 


hou expected is ſtill within Call. 


Count Ba/. Well, Sir, fnce it muſt be ſo——— 
Come, Spouſe——--1 am not the firſt of the Fraternity, | 
that has run his Head 1 into one Nooſe, to . it out of 
mother. 5 

Mr. Come, sir, don't repine : Marriage is at work, | 
but Playing upon the Square. 


Count 
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Count Ba/. Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, i; | 


the Devil. 
Man. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as you 


think it; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in detecting your | 


Praclices, inſtead of the forged Bill, you would have put 


upon her, there's a real One of five hundred Pounds, o 
begin a new Honey-Moon with. [ Give: it to Myrtill, 


Count Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an Act 


Man. No Compliments, dear 1 not a | 
leiſure now to receive them: Mr. Conftable, will yu | 
be ſo good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the next | 


Room, and give this Lady in Marriage to him ? 
Conf. Sir, I'll do it faithfully. 


Count Ba. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make 1 


handſom Puſh with, however. 
[ Exeunt Count, Myr. and Conſtabl. 
Sir Fran. And that I may be ſure iny Family's rid of 


im for ever — come, my Lady, let's even take our 
Children along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Cere. | 
mony. [ Exeunt Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Miſs and Squin, ' 


Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 
Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace. 


tiation. 
Man. You overheard it all, 1 preſume ? # 
Lady Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sir. 


Lord Town. Never were Knaves and Fools better a ; 


pos'd of. 


Man. A fort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not not # 


above the Judgment of a modern Comedy, 


Lord Town. To heighten, that "4 = BVY T think, 
Siſter, there only wants your rewarding the Hero of the | 


Fable, by naming the Day of his Happineſs. 

Lady Grace. This Day, to-morrow, every Hour, | 

hope, of Life to come, will ſhew I want not Inclinatin 
to complete it. 


Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, you will +| 


ways find Endeavours to deſerve you. 


Lord Ten „un. Then all are . 


r —_ £ _.- 


Lord Town. So, Sir, I give you Joy of your New 7 


ah 
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Lady Town. Siſter? I give you Joy ! conſummate as 


| the happieſt Pair can boaſt. 


In you, methinks, as in a Glaſs, I fee 

The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 

So viſible the Bliſs, fo plain the Way, 
How was it poſſible my Senſe could tray ? 
But now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, 


KB That Married Happineſs is never found from Home, £ 


EPL 


 Whatter by Nature Domes are prone to do, 


KP1ILOGUE 
pans by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


ETHI N KS TI hear ſome Powder'd Critics 7 ip 
Daun it this Wife Reform'd has ſpoil'd "x Plas 
« The Coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in F Mia, 
Have gratify' d her ſofter Inclination, 
&« Have tipt her a Gallant, and clinchd the Provertties 
But there our Bard ſtopt ſhort : For 'twere uncivil 
T' have made a modern Belle, all oer a Devil 
He hop'd, in Honour of the Sex, the Age 8 
Mould bear one mended Woman on the Stage. 
From whence, you ſee by Common Sen/e's Rules, 
 Wiwes might be govern'd, were not Husbands Fools. 


75 os files ſtray but when they govern you. 
27 2 the wild Wife perceives her Deary tame, 
No Wonder then ſbe prays him all the Game. 
| But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter ; 
Women take Pride, «where Merit is their Maſtcr - 
May, ſhe that with a weak Man wiſely lives, 
Will jeem t” obey the due Commands he gives“ 
Happy Obedience is no more a Wonder, 
When Men are Men, and keep them kindly undcr. 
But modern Conſorts are ſuch high-bred Creatures, 
They think a Husband"s Power degrades their Features; 
That nothing more proclaims a reigning Beauty, 
Than that ſbe never was reproach'd with Duty : 
And that the greateſt Bleſſing Head n ver ſent, 
I. 4 Spouſe, Incurious and Content. 
To give ſuch Dames a diff rent Caſt of T hought, 
: By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were wrought. 
F with a Hand too rude, the Tast is done, 
e hope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
"Wi Il all we. F reedom with 3 Sex atone, _ 


| 


| That ViFtue there r 'by modiſh Art, 
leut out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. 
You, You, then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion d Lives 
Gioz you the foremaſt Fame of happy Wives, 
E Protec, fer its Attempt, this helpleſs Play ; 3 
5 Nar leave it to the vulgar Taſte a Prey; 


| Appear the frequent E hampions of its C auſe, 
* | Dire& the Crowd and give your elves Applauſe. 


Pla! | . | : 
I . Tano 


Sung by Mrs. Craven, in the Fourth AF. 
| The Words by Mr. 2 4 * E v. 


E, I 1 Husband ! ay, marry ; = 
4J For why ſhould ] longer tarry, 
[ For why ſhould I longer tatry 99 
Than other brisk Girls have done 5 
| For if 1 ſtay, till I gray, . 
They'll call me old Maid? and fuſty old jade; 
1 So I'll no longer tarry; 
But I'll have a Husband, ay, marry, 
If Money can buy me One. | 


= My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming; 
I And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
I And in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
| That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhov'd ſhun ; 
My Siſters they cry, Oh, fy | and Oh fy! 
hut yet I can ſee, they're as coming as me; 
$0 let me have Husbands in plenty : 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 

Than ns an Old Maid . 


Sung by Mrs. cus in ale 2 + 0 


The Words by Mr. c ARE V. 


L 
HAT tho' * call me Country Lafs, 
I read it ge 1 in my Glaſs, 


That fer u Durche& 5 IS . * = eb 
"Oh, 2 I Tec ee Tee the a — T1 


Would Fortune but attend my Call, 

At Park, at Play, at Ring — Ball, 

I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a Stand by———Clear the Wo. 


II. 


Surrounded FE a Cad of Beaux, 

With ſmart Toupees, and _ Clothes, 
At Rivals Pl1 turn up my Noſe; | 
ol cod I foe the 3 

PII dart ſuch Glances from theſe "Pp 5 
Shall make ſome Lord or Duke my Prize; 
And then, Oh ! how I'll — | 
With a — 1 the 1. 


on then for avis now Tel light, 
For Equipage and Diamonds bright, 


Nuadrille, and Plays, and Balls at Night ; $7 
Oh, could I fee the Day! 

Of Love and Joy I'd take my Fill, 

The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 
In ev'ry thing I'd have my Will, 

Wich a Send cl. the Way. 


